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CHAFFER  I 

TBI  1^>CATI0N  OF  JEAN  BAPTISTE 

"  You  may  read,  Jean/*  said  Mademoiselle  Angers ; 
whereupon  a  breath  of  renewed  interest  passed  through 
die  idiooboom,  as  Jean  Baptiste  Giroux  rose  in  his 
place  and  began  to  read*  is  a  dear  aid  resonant 
the  story  of  that  odier  Jean  Bapttite»  hit  pittfon  saint. 

"Saint  John,  dwelling  alone  in  the  wilderness 
beyond  the  Dead  Sea,  prepared  himself  by  self  discipline 
aadby  ooflstant  communion  with  God,  for  die  wonderftd 
oflke  to  wiiicii  he  had  been  dfvui^  called.  Thewiy 
appearance  of  the  holy  Baptist  was  of  itself  a  lesson  to 
his  countrymen.  His  dress  was  that  of  the  old  prophets 
—a  garment  of  camel's  hair  attached  to  his  body  by  a 
kadimi  gtidle.  Hb  food  was  such  as  the  desert 
affpBied— locusts  aad  udd  booty.  Becaase  cl  bis 
exalted  sanctity  a  great  multitude  came  to  him  from 
every  quarter.  Brief  and  starth'ng  was  his  final  exhorta- 
tion to  them:  '  Repent  ye,  for  the  Kingdom  of  Heimft 
mathmd,*** 

It  was  a  simple  and  oft-repeated  story,  but  there  was 
something  in  the  voice  and  manner  of  Jem  that  com- 
pelled attention.  All  the  children  l^tened ;  also  the 
teacber;  and  the  visitor,  M.  Paiadis,  cur^  of  the 
pmA,  mm:  mmbly  ixapttmei.  He  bfou|^  h»  bom- 
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ramB^  spectacles  down  from  the  top  of  his  head,  set 
them  firmly  on  the  bridge  of  his  aoie>  and  frgwdiitl  Jean 
for  some  moments  without  saying  a  word. 

Jean  returned  the  gaze  with  a  steady,  respectful 
then  let  his  eyes  fall  unta  they  were  looking 

the  floor  wbdoirtiKcuti'slBet.  ItwasnotpS 
to  stwre  at  visitors,  but  one  might  lodt  at  their  boots. 
The  boots  of  M.  Paradis  were  covered  with  dust.  He 
had  walked  aU  the  way  from  the  presbytery,  two  miles 
or  more-^t  was  evident. 

**  Ah,  it  is  you,  lean,"  said  the  Cttrt. 
**  Oui,  Monsieur,**  said  Jean. 

How  old  are  you,  Jean  S*  ** 
"  Sixteen  years.  Monsieur.** 
**  Sateea  yeas  I  ft  seems  like  yesterday  since  you 
were  baptized.  How  the  time  goes  I  Siiteen  years 

■  J?"     "°         a  child,  Jfeaa,  aa  mM. 
Well,  It  IS  high  time  to  decide  what  we  are  going  to  make 
^  you,  certainly.   TeU  me,  Jean;  you  admire  the 
<»afactef  of  your  patron  aatai,  do  you  not  C  ** 
Mais  out,  liomiettr.'' 
"  In  what  respect,  my  son  t  ^ 
Oh,  Monsieur,  he  was  a  hero,  wi^ioitt  fear  and 
wttaout  reproach,  like  Bayard." 
"  Bayard,  Jtm,  what  do  you  know  of  him  t  ** 
He  also  was  a  hero,  Moaateur.  M«*Hirttfilc 
Angers  has  told  us  about  him.** 

"Without  doubt.  But  Jean,  Jean  Baptistc,  would 
you  not  Uke  to  be  a  hero  like  your  patron  saint  i  ** 
"Oui,lfeasieyr.- 

^*  Forerunner  <rf  the  true  God  <  Tdl  me  that,  Jean.** 

Ah,  Monsieur,  as  to  that  I  do  not  know.** 
**  You  shaU  be,  Jean,  you  shaH  be.  Com,  Jm, 
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come  with  t^t  this  instant.  We  will  go  to  see  your 
parents,  that  is  to  say,  your  mother.  Your  father, 
Jean*  WM  a  good  man ;  he  rests  in  God.  Pardon  us, 
Mademoiseik.  I  finr  tiiat  km  traasgrcMed.  But 
it  is  a  very  important  matter  and  I  wish  to  speak  to 
Madame  Giroux  without  delay.  Permit  us,  if  you 
please,  to  go  now.  Will  you  not  grant  us  this  fiivour, 
Wladf  Biotst^fe  ^  ** 

"  With  pleasure,  Monsieur  le  cmi,**  said  the  teacher* 
"  And  I  hope  that  you  will  find  something  smuaiAt  tot 
Jean.  He  is  a  boy  of  great  force  of  duoactor,  one  nko 
might  be  very  good  or  very  bad." 

**  True,  Mademoiselle ;  it  is  always  thus.  Adieu, 
Mademoiselle*  Adieu,  my  children." 

**  Jean,"  said  the  cur<,  as  they  walked  akwig  the  wild- 
ing valley  road,  '*  I  have  known  you  for  a  long  time, 
since  you  were  a  very  snuOl  chikl ;  and  I  think,  yes, 
I  tpifte  tkkdt  ^  yoit  have  tke  matkm,  die  divine  call 
to  the  service  of  God  and  His  ChurcA.  Yes,  it  seems 
to  me  diat  you  have  all  the  marks.  Seel  Pnbitas 
viUB,  innocence  of  life.  I  have  not  heard  of  any  real 
wickedness  diat  you  have  done.  Faults,  perhaps,  Uke 
all  boys;  ttasagnMooi  bat  SRMhing  serious; 
venial  sins,  merely,  I&e  att  mortt^. 

"Again,  scientia  conveniens,  scholarship.   In  that 
y  VCTy  strong  for  your  age,  assuredly.  Made- 
awcKQe  Aagot  has  tokl  me  that  you  are  by  far  the  most 
promising  ptqMlui  the  scfaooL  Do  not  be  proud,  Jean ; 
all  that  comes  from  God.  Be  ^ad  and  htJM^ 

*'  Finally,  recta  intentio,  sincere  desire,  pure  and  holy 
zeal  for  the  glory  of  God,  and  the  salvation  of  souls. 
Jean,  lean  Baptiste,  have  you  really  diese  desires,  diese 
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l»ly  work  C  Will  you  renounce  the  world,  the  flesh 
and  the  devfl,  and  comeaatie  yourwif  to  the  service  of 
God^  Tell  me,  nv  son/* 

„  *  father,**  said  Jean,  hesitating  and  embarra»ed, 
"  I  wish— I  do  not  know  what  I  wish.  I  would  do 
anoething,  I  know  not  what.  For  the  glory  of  God  i 
Yu.  For  ^  good  oliiiaBf  Ah»jm  At  least,  lor 
my  relations,  the  nei£^bours,  the  psoish.  But  to  be  a 
I»iest  J*  No,  Monsieur  le  cut6, 1  cannot.'* 

But,  Jean,  you  wish  to  attain  the  h^^hest  possibk, 
do  you  not  f  I  am  sure  that  you  do.** 
"  Mais  oui,  Monsieur.*' 

"  Good,  Jean,  that  is  good.  Then  you  shall  be  a 
priest.  It  is  the  only  way  to  the  excellence  which  you 
desire,  unless  you  would  follow  the  religious  life.  But 
you  Ittvg  no  vocation  in  that  direction,  as  I  think.** 

"Mboneuff** 

"Say  no  more,  Jean.  It  is  decided.  Do  not 
trouble.  Here  we  are  at  your  place,  and  we  shall  see 
Madame,  your  mother.  Ah,  there  she  is.  Bonjour, 
Msdame  Giroux.  We  are  making  an  early  visit,  are 
we  not  <  ** 

"  Mais  non.  Monsieur,  you  are  always  wdcotne.  Be 
so  good  as  to  enter.  Your  blessing.  Monsieur  le  cur^, 
on  us  and  our  poor  house.  It  is  a  great  honour  to  have 
s^  a  iM.  Jean,  place  the  armchair  for  Monsieur 
Anadis.  Marie,  bring  a  glass  of  cordial  for  Mooaiettr ; 
also  some  of  the  cakes  which  you  made  yesttfd^. 
Monsieur  Paradis,  it  is  a  cordial  which  I  made  myself 
latt  mrnmu  oi  wild  cherries,  and  it  is  excellent  for  the 
stomach*** 

Madame,  the  cordial  ti  i  ^r^Mt  mmt^  mAlM 
cakes  are  as  the  bread  of  aageli,** 
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**  It  is  Marie,  Monsieur,  who  made  the  cakes.  She 
is  a  treasure,  that  girl.  I  wish  that  all  mothen  oould 
have  such  a  daughter  in  their  old  age.'' 

"You  arr  indeed  fortunate,  Madame.  And  you 
have  other  daughters — ^Mai^erite,  Sofibk,  TbiAKt, 
^lathe — I  remember  them  well." 

**  What  a  memory  you  h  e,  Monsieur  le  aiti ! 
Yes,  five  daughta^,  all  married  but  this  Uttle  Marie, 
and  tht  mH  be  going  toon.  Ttet  the  young  birds 
lc«»ve  us,  Xionneinr,  and  hnpn  to  build  nests  of  dietr 
own.** 

**  But  what  a  fine  family,  Madame  I  Five  daui^btoi 
and  nx  som*'* 

"  Pardon,  Monsieur,  seven  in  all.  Ltttie  Jean,  here, 
is  the  baby,  the  seventh.'* 

"  The  seventh,  Madame  I   That  is  lucky." 
Yes,  Kfonsieur,  the  seventh  s(m  of  a  seventh.  His 
father  sho  was  a  seventh  son,  of  a  family  of  Chateau 
Richer.** 

"  Madame,  that  is  most  extraordinary.  It  is  truly 
propitious.  7he  family  Giroux,  too,  of  Chateau — 
a  well-known  family  in  that  parish,  distinguished,  even, 
of  a  mott  hoootttaMe  hutfory.  Btrt  die  younger  sons, 
of  course,  m«tst  aakt  their  own  way. 

**  Madame,'*  continued  Father  Paradis,  "  this  bof, 
Jean  Baptiste,  this  seventh  son  of  a  fiev&nth,  was  bom, 
I  am  sure,  to  a  notable  career.  Ma  e,  J  have  visited 
^  sAof^  i^citl  ham  be«d  yni  w  a  «Btrveitoiis 
iNoy,  vAah  all  die  children  listened  with 
and  I  s?id  to  myself,  *  He  should  be  a  priest.  I  will 
go  at  once  to  obtain  the  consent  of  his  good  mother, 
lor  he  ^ws  all  the  marks  of  a  true  vocaticm  to  the 
mkamMmt.  It  is  Gkid  irfio  caSa  hm'  Uaduat, 


6 


you  are  happy  in  having  such  a  son.  I  congratulate 
jm,  aodlmk  pefmiiiioii  to  send  him  to  the  cdl^e  at 
Quebec  and  afterwards  to  the  Sen^ury,  that  he  nuw 
become  a  pom  m  tte  mum  ti  ^tim  tmyan, 
perhaps." 

For  some  moments  Madame  Giroux  was  unable  to 

^cak.  Tears  ofioyooafsed  down  her  cheeks.  FinaUy 
she  said :  ' 

"  This  is  a  great  honour,  Monsieur  le  oiti,  for  Jean, 
for  me,  for  the  whole  family.   How  I  wish  that  his 
nnier  were  alive  to  hear  what  you  have  said  I  I  have 
prayed,  MoMiettr,  to  tlie  Tofy  Mother,  and  I  have 
asked  this,  but  I  have  not  dared  to  hope.  Now  I 
could  sing,  even  in  my  old  age,  when  my  voice  is  gone. 
But  do  not  fear,  Monsieur  Paradis,  I  will  not.  But 
truly,  Moittttur,  I  could  sing  once,  long  ago.  There 
was  a  tiiiie-4mt  iNte  am  I  saying     Ah,  vain,  foolish 
old  woman,  selfish  too,  to  talk  Uke  that  without  legud 
to  my  poor  Jean,  who,  perhaps,  does  not  wish  to  become  a 
priest.   It  demands  a  sacrifice  to  follow  such  a  vocation. 
Jeaa,  my  son,  do  you  really  wish  it  J"  Are  you  content 
"  If  you  are  content,  my  mother,  I  am  content." 
Thus  it  was  arranged  that  Jean  Baptiste  •h?^ 
prepare  for  the  priesthood  and  that  he  should  go  to 
college  at  Quebec  in  the  month  of  September.   It  was 
a  sme-days*  wonder  duroughout  the  valley.  On  the 
foDomng  Sunder,       Uam,  tfie  iieqsiriKNtfs  stopped 
on  the  way  home  to  coqui^late  the  family  Giroux, 
to  ask  questions,  to  criticise,  to  give  advice.  All  the 
equipages  in  the  parish  were  tied  to  the  fence  near  the 
house,  from  the  two-«eated  carrii^  of  the  rich  farmer. 
Monsieur  Tach<,  to  the  andent  fmfem  of  Za^m» 
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Not  since  the  funeral  of  Monsieur  Giroux,  five  ytaa 
before,  had  the  family  enjoyed  such  popularity.  This 
tiiiie  it  mm  Madame  Giroux  who  was  the  centre  of 
iatnest;  die  mother,  hkmtd  aawog  women,  utoe 
son  had  been  chosen  by  the  good  Goid  ifimidf  to  be 
His  servant  and  priest.  It  was  a  great  occasion.  All 
of  the  cherry  cordial  was  poured  forth,  and  when  that 
WM  gone,  a  barrel  of  iqpruce  beer  was  opened,  excellent 
and  harmless  beverage,  n^ttch  was  drunk  with  joy  to 
the  health  of  Madame,  of  the  young  priest  thatt  mm  to 
be,  and  of  all  the  members  of  the  family  Giroux. 

Jean  Baptiste  had  his  turn  on  the  following  day 
at  sdiod,  and  for  several  dayi  he  was  a  personage 
among  his  associates.  The  teacher  and  the  fMtt 
pupib  treated  him  with  respect,  while  the  youi^^ 
childicn  worshipped  him  like  a  god.  Jean  was  enlted. 
He  thought  it  a  fine  thing,  like  Joseph  of  old,  to  have  the 
•an,  moon  -md  eleven  stars  bow  down  before  him. 
Already  he  saw  himself  in  the  streets  of  Quebec,  a  full- 
fledged  priest,  in  black  hat  and  cassock,  graciously 
returning  the  salutations  of  the  leadit^  citizens  as  he 
passed  along.  Now  he  was  cur€  of  h^  native  parish, 
a  maa  of  power  m  the  comBiMiky,  to  wbom  all  ^ 
inhabitants  paid  tithes^  and  before  idiom  diey  aSi,  horn 
time  to  time,  confessed  their  sins.  Now  he  stood  at 
the  high  altar,  dad  in  gorgeous  vestments,  changing 
die  hstad  amd  wine  into  the  true  body  and  blood  ctf  the 
Lord,  elevttii^  the  Hoit,  while  all  die  people  proMnoed 
themselves  before  the  good  God  and  before  his  pcsmi^ 
Jean  Baptiste  Giroux.  Truly,  Jean  had  forgotten,  or 
had  never  known,  that  pride  goeth  bcf<»e  dettructkii^ 
a  haughty  spirit  b^Dre  a  ^ 

The  4omkkm  of  ftmtmt  m  $mm  pa^  waa  aoc 
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complete.  Patnphile  Lareau  did  not  join  in  the  worship 
ef  the  new  dtvinttsr*  trnt  weoBtd  tt  die  wliole  perfor- 
mance. Pamphile  was  one  of  the  emancipated.  Had 
he  not  often  visited  his  uncle,  the  cab  driver,  at  Quebec, 
to  whom  priests,  and  even  bishops  were  very  ordinary 
peieoiii^  Ae  for  coOe^ans,  they  were  of  no  account 
at  aU.  Had  he  not  seen  htmdiedt,  yes,  thousandt  of 
collegians,  in  their  blue  coats,  green  aipt  and  aa^bn, 
promenading  the  streets  h'ke  girls  from  a  nunnery,  two 
by  two,  a  pair  of  ecclesiastics  in  front  and  a  pair  behind  !* 
Had  he  not  tfuown  stones  at  the  precious  saints,  and 
even  mud;  the  nice  sticky  amd  el  die  ilteCftaiivfadi/ 
And  what  did  they  do,  the  holy  ones  f  They  wept, 
because  their  new  clothes  were  stained  with  mud.  Ah, 
What  was  a  coUegian  i  And  what  was  this 
Jetn  Baptate,  diis  sprig  of  divinity,  this  budding  bishoo. 
tfiis  little  pope  ^ 

The  children  were  fascinated  by  die  convttMioa  of 
Pamphile,  though  shocked  at  his  levity  in  making  mock 
of  sacred  things.  He  was  jealouis,  evidentiy,  since  Jean 
€aM  teed  eo  auidi  better  diaa  he,  and  was  in  every 
way  a  better  scholar,  though  neaily  two  years  younger. 
It  was  a  pity  that  Pamphile  was  so  wicked,  for  he  was 
certainly  a  fine  young  man,  tall  and  handsome.  But 
w^  would  happen  if  Jean  heard  him  talk  Jean  was 
ao  cowud,  by  any  means,  but  of  a  fiery  temper  and  very 
ttrong  for  his  age. 

While  this  discussion  was  going  on  Jean  approached, 
and  Pamphile  began  again,  more  violently  than  before. 

**  There  he  conies,  the  angel  of  ^om  we  have  been 

speaking.  Von  wffl  see^  yeu  oiheii,  w^  I  wiB  do  to 
him.'* 

Ah,  good  marnrng,  Mnningnettr/'  said  Urn  |Mg 
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icoffer,  with  mock  humility,  bowing  low  before  Jean. 
"  Deign  to  inform  ui,  if  you  please,  why  a  priest  wears 
a  tOBWfe,  why  he  hat  a  bald  spot  on  his  head  like  an 
old  man." 

At  the  word  "  tonsure  '*  the  face  of  Jean  Baptiste 
became  suddenly  pale.  He  had  not  yet  thought  of  this 
aspect  of  his  future  career.  The  hcmour,  the  glory 
of  ft  had  appealed  to  htm,  but  not  the  sacrifice,  the 
ftmnciation.  Unconsciously  he  paaMd  hk  §agm 
through  his  luxuriant  black  hair. 

"  The  tonsure,  Pamphile,  the  tonsure  <  Truly,  I  can- 
not say.  I  do  not  know.  I  will  ask  Monsieur  Puadis." 

"You  do  not  know,  Moosiettt  iht  aavant,  Moii" 
seigneur  ^  bishop,  great  fool,  aacfcd  dwep't  haadf 
Then  I  will  tell  you,  simpleton.  One  wears  the  tonsure 
for  the  same  reason  that  one  has  no  beard,  that  one 
wears  skirts,  because  one  is  no  longer  a  man.  Ah* 
|eaDBapiiaieG&oa^GiiiMieite,yendonVHiK«te^^# 
Ah,  young  priest  I  Ah,  Httle  saint  I  Ah,  bAl  I 
despise  you.   I  spit  upon  you.  There  !  " 

Pamphile  in  his  rage  stnidc  Jean  in  the  fact  with  his 
open  haiul* 

&i  tins  Panqdnk  made  a  sad  mtatake*  for  Jean,  usually 
of  a  pea^ftd  diqxisition,  was  a  lion  n^en  aroused* 
Forgetting  his  new  digm'ty  and  all  his  holy  aspirations, 
he  flung  himself  upon  his  tormentor,  seized  him  by  the 
dwoot  wA  bodt  hands  and  shook  him  as  a  dog  m^t 
duds  a  fat.  Pamphile,  in  ^  foar  of  deadi,  died  for 
mercy,  and  Jean,  his  anger  giving  way  to  contempt, 
threw  him  to  the  ground  and  walked  away. 

Presently,  coming  to  himself,  Jean  ran  back  to 
Ptoyhile,  helped  him  to  fMe,  and  said  in  a  voice  of  great 

.I^HMMMB  *  ...... 


''PtmphOe*  I  am  a  niSkin,  I  am  lotry  for  this. 
Yw  wiU  forgive  me,  will  you  not,  ^Bipidi^  mftiMd^  ** 

"Forgive  youf'  said  Pamphile,  ividi  Mlertshing 
composure.  "  Oh  yes,  certainly.  Say  no  more.  It 
WM  all  a  mistake,  my  fault  altogether.  Sacri  bhu  I 
xQiiaicaoloiiferadi&l.  Qoe  must  remember  that.'* 

It  was  thus  that  Jean  Baptiste  made  his  fint  enemy. 

At  the  same  time  Jean  discovered  that  he  had  another 
•wagjT-himself.  For  some  days  he  had  smothered  his 
ffiogmngs  under  his  pious  desires,  his  respect  for  the 

pnest,  his  love  for  hit  mother,  the  pcide  ol  hta  own  heart 
and  the  force  of  will  that  attMlMa  iadf  to  a  dtdnOB; 

but  now  these  misgivings  arose  with  renewed  power, 
and  would  not  be  put  down.  To  be  a  priest,  to  wear  the 
tomtm,  file  tonsure,  to  be  separated  from  the  world, 
to  hear  confessions,  to  stand  between  God  and  mr  v- 
all  this  seemed  to  him  terrible  and  imposiible.  Bettor 
than  his  fellows  he  might  be,  but  he  would  like  to  prove 
^  superiority  man  to  man,  as  in  the  struggle  with 
raii^e,  and  not  by  wearing  a  holy  garment  and  an 
affectation  of  sanctity.  And  ^  Tmrioii  wlisl  waa  k 
after  all  J*  Because  he  had  a  strong  desire  to  do  some 
good  in  the  world,  must  he  separate  hiniKll  from  ia» 
i^ows  C  Was  there  no  other  way  «* 

an  «iicn  Jen  diouglit  of  Fadier  Paxadis,  aU  his 
doubts  seemed  to  dissolve  like  the  mist  of  tlie  vaOey 
in  the  light  and  warmth  of  the  rising  sun.  There  was 
a  good  man,  a  noble  character.  What  piety,  what 
amiability,  what  wisdom  I  How  useful  to  the  parish, 
to  the  world,  a  priest  like  dits  I  To  be  like  Father 
Paradis— that  were  m  ambition  worthy  of  any  nan, 
suffident,  surely,  for  a  mere  boy  like  himself. 
Thus  was  Jean  Baptiste,  like  thistle-donii,  bloim 
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about  by  every  breece,  now  ristag,  now  falling,  now 
iuiycnded  in  mid-air,  able  neither  to  rise  to  the  heavens 
aor  to  tUk  to  tot  on  solid  ground.  It  was  a  most 
unsatisfactory  condition,  and  Jean  found  no  peace  for 
his  soul.  Tht  decision  that  finally  came  to  him  is  a 
curious  example  of  the  trifles  thtt  ftcqismtly  dctoanae 
the  course  <d  human  life. 

One  siMnooi^  on  iut  WKf  hone  £rmb  sdiool,  utese 
Mtdcttoiaelle  Mfca  had  been  giving  him  adymcsd 
lessons  in  preparation  for  college,  Jean  was  crossing 
the  bridge  of  logs  over  the  mountain  torrent  called 
La  Brandie,  v^ien  he  saw  a  little  girl  seated  (m  the  end 
of  one  of  tiw  lofB,  her  liMe  dtiq^  oim  the  iticaai. 

''HbUoa,  there,  h'ttle  red-head  1"  he  ofitd. 
"  You  will  fall  in  the  if  yoa  don't  take  em* 
It  is  dangerous." 

The  **  little  red-head  "  made  m  fqply>  but  ga«ed  on 
the  stream  as  tfioiii^  iMcmated  by  ^  ti^^iBf  wMif* 

"  Gabrielle,  my  little  one,"  pefsistcd  Jean,  **  come 
away  from  that  plaee.  yw  not  tbtki  of  ben« 
drowned  i** 

**  You  know,  Jean,  yoit  know  very  well  that  my  hair 
is  not  red,"  said  Gabii^  Mnng  up  wtk  «  nmk  of 

mischief. 

**  May  be  not,  Gabrielle.  It  is  yellow,  if  you  like, 
though  it  changes  often.  B^t  come  away  at  once.  You 
frighten  me.** 

And  I  im  not  a 'Stde  one' ekhcr,  fer  I  sfaaB  be 

ten  years  old  to-morrow." 

**  True,  Gabrielle,  you  are  a  young  lady,  idaost. 
But  do  not  fall  in  there,  for  the  love  of  God." 
**  Yott  ate  very  strong  and  bfave,  Jean,"  said  the  little 


miiBAPTani 


"  Oabridle,  you  would  not  be  so  nlly/' 

"  Oil,  I  don't  know.  Sec  me  I  One— iwo— chree— 
•wayr  AaA  QMtHk  wm  m  the  point  d  iunping 
into  tht  mmn,  wImb  Ihhi  etntftt  hw,  fvi  te 
tune. 

"  Uttle  fool  I "  he  said,  pulling  her  up  somewhat 
roughly  and  placing  her  in  safety  in  the  middle  of  the 
bridge.  Ton't  you  kaofw  it  is  dangerous,  that 
place  f*  See  the  deep  pool  and  the  big  siomt  doim 
there.  It  is  not  at  all  certain  that  I  could  have  saved 
you.  Never  do  that  again.  There  now,  don't  cry. 
Run  hoow  to  yoitt  mother,  little  one." 

"Yon  arc  rough,  lean,  md  cmii*  Qmm  burnt 
Leave  me  alone.  I  hate  you."  And  Gabfi^  ttmml 
away,  weeping  and  sobbing. 

**  But,  Galxielle,  what  is  the  matter  f  What  have  I 
deotr  9oorltttieGabrielle,donotcry.  lamindeed 
a  beast.  Do  not  cry,  GabrieBt.** 

But  Gabrielle  continued  to  cry,  while  Jean  tried  to 

console  her  in  his  stupid  way.  Finally  die  said,  betwttn 
her  sobs : 

''Yott  are  fouig  away,  Jean.  You  are  going  to  college. 
Yott  win  be  a  priest." 
**  Well,  and  why  not,  litde  ?ne  <  '* 
"  I,  I  don't  like  that  at  all.  Do  not  be  a  pncs^  laan. 


**  But,  OahrieMt,  it  it  a  great  vocation,  that.  See  1 
I  shall  be  cur<  of  this  parish,  perfu^^  and  I  will  give 
you  a  lovely  cross  of  gold,  a  pretty  prayer-book  and  a 
rosary  with  beads  of  real  pearls.  And  I  will  pardon  all 


your  tills*  GabricUe*  if  you  have  any,  tad  aot  you 
do  any  penance.  Won't  that  be  fine  ^  " 

**H9,iio,  Ihm.  1 4m%  mm  mts  «i  iten  Mp. 
What  food  would  they  be  to  ne  if  yott nm  not  iMnr" 

Whereupon  Gabrielle  began  to  cry,  more  than  ever, 
and  would  not  stop  until  Jean  promised,  half  in  jctt, 
half  in  earnest,  that  he  would  never  be  a  priest,  never 

in  his  life. 

Then  Gabrielle's  tears  diiippwtd»  and  she  beps 
to  dance,  and  danced  all  the  way  Imne  and  tali  v. 
house,  chanting  in  joyful  tonea  t 

"Jean  Witt  aot  be  a  prlot  I  Jean  will  not  be  a  i  ..4tl 
He wSl stay w^ tia  1  Ht wBt May wMi » f 
Always  I 

"What  is  that  you  siy,  (3abiktte»  nigBoaaer'' 
said  Madame  Tach^. 
**  Jean  told  me  so,  truly.  He  docan't  want  to  be  a 

priest,  any  more.  And  I,  I  am  so  hs^y.*' 

"Be  still,  Gabrielle,''  said  her  mother,  seriously. 
"  That  is  too  fcjlish.  Jean  will  be  a  priest,  of  course, 
a  bishop,  too,  perr.ips,  some  day.  WhocantelK" 

IflMfMlk^b  Ymmn  mmmt  ailtmtn  ilu  *  t^^m^Jt  ■  -■'**^ 

wwiintaiK  jcwP  wwK  wopg  wm  fBm  wwsw  a»  UBtm 
with  brisker  step  and  lighter  heart  than  he  had  known 
for  some  days.  He  saw  the  blue  sky,  the  fleecy  cknids, 
the  dancing  water  of  the  river,  the  greens  and  purples 
of  the  mountains,  the  greens  and  reds  and  yellows  of 
the  fields.  He  heard  the  sonad  of  the  rapids,  die  ioag 
of  the  birds,  the  rastling  of  the  leaves,  the  joyous 
chirping  of  many  insects.  He  took  long  breaths  of 
the  pure  mountain  air,  fsintly  scented  with  the  fr-^rance 
of  swcet-bfier  and  wiU  strawbeiiy.  The  vr  y  dujt  <J 
the  read  seemed  ^Saaat  undeifeot.  The  io^^  <9f 
msUacactaiofetaadaahe  wnttlKiaB(aat,^ti^  c^Wk 
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i^yoitA,  mmidhum^  ipcttirtune  of  the 


I  Its  prtK»s  dt  Naam^ 
J  tai  pdnns  de  Nantes, 

priwwinier,  gai  faluran,  falanti«. 


"  Que  penonn'  ne  va  voir. 
Que  pcnomi'tieva  voir. 


'  Elle  lui  porte  k  boire, 
EUe  lui  porte  4  boire, 

i  iSl  **  *  gai.  £»luion,  falurette. 


"  You  nng,  Jean/*  laid  his  mother  as  she  met  him  at 

.r'rW        ^  «»d aeiw  to      me,  hwe  ,ou 

not  r  I  hke  to  hear  you  sing,  Jean,  my  lad." 

Ah,  my  mother,  I  fear  that  it  will  not  be  good  news 
to  you,  yet  I  know  diat  you  wiU  understand.  My 
mpAw,  I  cannot  be  a  priest,  never,  never.  I  have 
wished  to  please  you  in  this,  but  it  is  ioffloiiibfc.  Do 
n^be  uahwy  about  ^  V«i  nffl  ao^  wffl  you, 

"  Jtan,  my  son,'*  said  the  good  mother,  "  I  am  dis- 
jointed, of  a««^b«  to  Kyoudonoi 
wish  It  I  do  not  wish  it.  It  is  your  kappmi  that  I 
desire,  Jean,  my  lad,  nothing  else.** 

fJlli^!^^^  ^  explanations  to 

K^Ptoito.  ^cur<  was  sorry,  for  he  had  enter- 
tamed  ambitions  fw  the  lad,  whom  he  regarded  as  a 
son,  but  he  did  not  try  to  tads  Mm  '*^nrf  frit  mted. 
On  the  contrary,  he  said  : 
'*  Jean,  an  ecclesiastical  career  without  a  voote  h 


terrible.  I  have  known  several  of  those  unhappy 
priests,  and  I  would  not  have  you  among  the  nunU)er. 
It  is  well  that  yott  imt  ^nofcfed  fit  aattte  hthn 
it  is  too  late/* 

As  Jean  walked  homeward  in  the  evening  twilight 
his  joyous  voice  awoke  the  echoes  of  the  hills  as  he  sang 
over  mA  over  that  fine  old  toog  about  the  prisoner  of 
Nantes  and  the  gao^s  daui^ttt  who  wet  Mm  fice. 
That  gentle  maiden,  was  her  name  by  any 
Gabrielle  i  Possibly,  but  it  is  not  given  in  the  song. 
Besides,  the  Gabrielle  of  whom  he  was  thinking  was 

only  a  gU  d  ten  years,  and  Jean  himself  was  a  mere 
boy  as  yet.  But  w^  the  passing  of  the  yean  what 
changes  might  one  not  see  Be  that  ai  k  ttd^A,  one 
had  to  sing  the  song  as  it  was  written : 

"  Que  Dieu  bentss'  les  filles. 
Qui  Dieu  beoiss'  les  filles, 
Sartoiit  cdl'  du  geaiier,  gai>  bbma,  fitomi, 
Surtout  ottt' du  fiMM^  Pi,  Mmmi,  Mi. 

"  Si  je  Rtourae  4  Nantei, 
Si  je  retoume  k  Nantei, 
Oui,  je  l'<|KWMnt  1  gM,  fahuon,  &hif«tti. 
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CHAPTER  II 

m  MI8M110II 

"  Wma  a  big  fool,  that  Jean  Baptiste  Giroux  I "  said 
Attre  Tabeatt,  go6»p  and  wise  yromm,  as  ^  sat  on  the 
doorstep  of  her  cabin  at  the  crossroads^  ■«»«ftfc««ig  a  btoek 
pipe  and  talking  volubly  to  all  the  passers-by* 

"  What  a  fool  he  is  to  let  slip  a  chance  like  that  I 
Siidi  chances  (k»  aot  come  every  day.  Mon  Dieu, 
what  folly !  To  be  a  pmst;  thatt  is  mxA  ^Me ; 
to  live  in  a  large,  comfortable  house,  to  receive  tithes, 
to  have  everything  that  one  could  wish,  plenty  of  good 
bread  and  butter,  pea  soup  every  day,  potatoes,  onions— 
dl  that.  S(qn-i,  I  shouki  Uke  diat,  me.  And  what 
does  he  doi  How  does  he  earn  Us  U^ugf  He 
prays  all  the  time.  An  easy  life,  that.  Ifonlylcouki 
have  what  I  want  by  saying  prayers !  Norn  de  mm  ! 
I  say  Prayfs,  too,  but  what  do  I  get  ^  Some  pieces  of 
Ma^bfcad,  some  awn^  of  £tt  p(^  and  this  miserable 
hut.** 

"But  that  Jean  Baptiste,  what  would  he  J"  He  wouW 
Uke  to  be  a  great  lord,  to  ride  about  on  a  high  horse 
looking  at  his  lands,  his  houses,  his  cattle,  his  people. 
Yes,  if  would  be  a  pleasant  life,  a  desirable  existence. 
Biit  those  are  dreams,  imaginations,  castles  m  Spa«u 
In  verity  he  will  be  a  habitant  like  the  rest  of  us,  a 
cuhs¥ator  who  foUows  the  plow,  who  feeds  the  pigi, 
^  cl^out  the  stable.  Hal  Hal  Itislat^ble. 
T^tsm  CHraux  wt»  alrnqfi  too  fwetid^  too    ikmt  us, 
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too  high,  too  flitter*  mA  Mm  faod  God  did  not  like 
it.  No,  the  good  God  does  not  kfve  the  pfoud,  and  He 
will  bring  them  down— down  to  the  dust.  Already 

it  has  begun,  the  descent,  but  not  yet  finished.  Wat^ 
you  m&  see." 

At  tfais  poott  iOre  Tabeaa  usuaUy  relapsed  into 
silence,  puffing  away  at  her  pipe  until  aaotfaer 
hour  came,  when  she  would  begin  the  same  doleful 
»°8*^^th  suitable  variations.  Thus  public  opinion 
WW  fofflKd,  by  ooffiment  and  discussion,  until  two 
conclusions  were  ctt^bltdicd:  mm^l  that  Jean 
Baptistc,  though  a  great  scholar,  was  a  fool,  with  whom 
the  good  God  would  have  nothing  to  do ;  and  that  the 

family  Giroux  were  justly  punished  for  having  held  thek 
head  too  Ugh. 

Cerfetti^  iiadttiie  Gtroux  seeawd  detetoiiiied  to 
spofl  her  youngest  son.  AU  the  other  boys  were  oblifBd 
to  work  most  of  the  time ;  but  Jean,  excepting  in  the 
busy  season,  had  many  hours  for  study,  and  was  aUowed 
to  htttt  and  firiiaa  uracil  at  he  pleased.  Father  P^uadis 
teit  him  s-«8  of  books  fiom  hit  Kbrary-boob  of 
.tl«ok>gy,  philosophy,  history,  science,  belles-lettre»— 
aU  of  which  he  devoured  with  the  greatest  avidity.  His 
^)petite  for  books  was  insatiable,  and  often,  during  the 
wng  winter  e¥emnfi,  wIkb  the  fumly  sat  about  the  bu 
btchen,  die  men  moking,  the  wookb  IbMw  «3 
cUewing  spruce  gum,  and  all,  as  it  seemed,  talking  at 
oiwe,  Jean  wouW  be  seated  at  the  end  of  the  long  deal 
ttU^  leading  by  the  light  of  a  candle  some  leather- 
bottiid  tome  of  whkh  the  wy  tkie  was  a  mystery  to 
the  rest  of  the  family.  Ntturally,  Jean's  btotfacfi  woe 
sometimes  pMiued  at  lie  ipicial  '  " 
to  him. 
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Whca  It  tkit  foiBg  to  cad  r  aid  brotlicr  F^rliQ^ 
one  evening,  to  the  assembled  family.  "  What  are  we 
going  to  do  with  this  book-worm  <  Is  he  going  to  be 
a  priest  <  No.  Then  why  does  he  want  to  read  all 
dietiiDe  C  What  n  the  use  of  that  For  me,  I  call  it 
foolishness.  If  he  is  to  be  a  habitant  let  Urn  mk  m 
day  like  the  rest  of  us,  and  m  the  evening  let  htm  be 
sociable.  Look  at  him,  the  lazy  beggar,  strong  as  an 
ox.  Bahl  What  is  the  good  of  him  f"' 

JcM  made  no  reply,  as  bwame  the  youngest 
member  of  the  family,  but  looked  up  from  his  book 
with  a  grim  smile  as  thouj,»i  he  would  like  to  shake  Us 
brother  Nicholas.  But  self-defence  was  unnecessary, 
for  Madame  Giroux  took  up  the  cudgek  in  his  behalf. 

"  Let  him  ak>ae,  Nicholas,"  said  the  mother.  *'  He 
does  not  wish  to  be  a  priest  f  Very  well.  That  is  his 
afEair.  But  if  he  wants  to  have  an  education,  he  shall 
have  it.  Why  not  <  It  will  cost  nothing,  and  he  will 
not  need  to  spend  ten  years  at  Quebec.  It  may  be  well 
woftfc  wiafe— ^  huffmi  he  may  become 

an  advocate  or  a  notary,  but  even  if  he  remains  a  culti- 
vator why  should  he  not  know  something  i   I  don't 
know  much,  myself,  but  I  say  that  the  habitants  are 
too  ignorant.  Only  the  priests  have  knowledge.  Jean, 
my  lad,  you  shall  read  as  much  as  you  ple»e,  and  i 
your  brothers  will  not  study  they  shall  work.   There  I  ** 
Yet  Jean  sometimes  made  notable  contributions 
to  the  support  of  the  family,  for  he  was  both  hunter  and 
fAtSBBBSUtt  foA  when  he  l»m^t  in  a  bag  of  hares  and 
groitte  or  a  basket  of  trout  his  brothers  had  no  con^latnt 
to  make.   He  shot  wild  ducks  and  geese  in  the  autumn, 
red  deer  and  caribou  in  the  winter ;  often  he  would 
trap  a  fox  or  a  sable,  and  now  and  then  he  secured  a  wolf 
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or  a  bear.  The  skins  of  these  animals  brought  good 
pricct  at  Quebec,  and  the  meat  was  highly  appreciated 
by  the  hmify  and  ^  ac^^hboins  m  a  pleasant  change 
from  the  regular  diet  of  fat  pork.  Certainly,  Jeaa  ««ii«d 
his  living,  and  more,  but  got  little  cfccfo  bmae  he  4&d 
not  do  it  in  the  usual  way. 

TTms  9a  or  seven  years  slipped  away,  while  Jean 
led  an  existence  free  from  cact,  like  the  grasshopper 
of  the  fable  that  sang  all  sttimiKr  and  thought  not  at  ai 
of  the  evil  days  that  were  to  come.  From  the  library 
^Father  Paradis  he  got  a  knowledge  of  books  such  as 
frw  students  obtain  in  all  their  years  at  college  and 
uadmty*  Rom  his  wotk  oa  ^  fum  he  acqi^ed  m 
extraordinary  facility  in  the  use  of  all  the  implemeirts, 
especially  the  axe,  the  best  friend  of  the  back-woods- 
man. From  his  hunting  and  fishing  expeditions  he 
obtaii^  a  knowledge  oi  woodcraft  equal  to  that  of  an 
Indian,  while  he  learned  to  know  the  beastt  and  the 
birds  of  the  forest,  the  rocks,  trees,  niid  ioweis,  and  all 
the  objects  of  Nature,  as  they  are  known  to  few  natural- 
w^^T^growth  of  his  body,  too,  kept  pace  with  the 

de¥ei(^pm»t  of  Im  miBd,  ttftttl  he  was  as  fine  a  specin^ 
of  young  manhood  as  one  could  vnA  to  see,  the  like 
-  of  whom  could  not  be  found  in  ten  parishes.  Truly, 
if  education  is  the  development  of  all  the  faculties,  Jeaa 
Bipttste  Giroux  was  a  well-educated  young  man. 

But,  with  m  ha  talents,  Jean  was  laddng  in  one  thing, 
the  desire  to  conform  himself  to  the  expcetaiioas  of  hii 
friends,  the  will  to  fit  himself  to  the  scheme  of  things 
approved  by  them,  sanctioned  by  long  usage,  hallowed 
by^d&ions  haadec'  down  from  father  to  son  through 
laaay  generatloos*  Utemm  himimmit,  but  he  would 
aot.  He  had  fcfosed  to  bcooflK  a  pneit,  ae^tcd  to 
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prq»ft  hiiiiKif  for  one  ef  tie  oditr  Im 

and  now  there  was  but  one  career  open  to  him  ttwt 
of  a  habitant— unless,  indeed,  he  left  the  parish  alto- 
gcther,  as  many  of  his  friends  had  done.  In  the  good 
o«  ttm»  a  yooag  mill  Wkwed,  as  a  matter  of  cours^^ 
m  the  footsteps  of  his  father.  At  tlie  age  of  twenty 
he  acquired  a  piece  of  forest  land-diere  was  always 
plenty  of  that— cleared  a  few  acres,  built  a  log  cabin  of 
one  or  two  rooms,  which  he  could  enlarge  when  neces- 
wry,  married  a  young  girl  of  stzteen  or  eighteen,  and 
devoted  the  rest  of  his  life  to  tbe  «f  wood*  ttit 

growing  of  hay,  oats,  and  potatoes  and  the  ol 
live-stock.  At  the  age  of  sixty  he  was  ancestor  of  a 
WMBttous  progeny,  a  veritable  tribe,  destined  to  possess, 
m  the  course  of  tisM^  a  large  part  of  Canada  and  a 
coMiderable  footing  in  the  United  States.  Thus  the 
faiAful  did  their  duty  by  God  and  man,  conquered  the 
wUderness,  pos&essed  the  land,  and  established  tfaenH 
■elm  m  mt  yttff  gates  of  their  enemies. 

In  some  iwpteta  to  waa  ail  ideal  fife,  but  the  tho^^ 
of  It  did  not  appeal  to  Jean  BiptMte.  UtmOrndt^S^ 
something  different,  he  knew  not  what.   In  former 
timw  a  youth  of  ambition  and  enterprise,  such  as  he, 
mnMhgm  turned  voyagf:^,  -mreur  des  bois.  Joining 
some  band  of  Jo4f»m  m.a  n  spptn  he  wouki  have 
plunged  mto  the  o*therr    id  rness  to  make  h»  way 
m  a  birch  canoe,  by  a  di^Lu  of  rivers  and  lakes,  w^ 
PMt^  short  and  teng,  to  Lake  St.  John,  Mistassini, 
iiwiion  s  Bay,  or  ever  the  Frozen  Ocean.  After  many 
years,  ^  he  <&i  not  leatt  ^  tetta  in  ^  wSdemcss, 
he  might  return,  bronzed  and  battered,  to  his  old  home. 
vC^tb   I  Indian  wife,  perhaps,  and  money  obtained  from 
the     ;  of  furs  and  fire-water,  he  wouki  settle  down 
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^ong  the  scenes  of  his  childhood  and  the  friends  of 
m  youth  to  a  life  of  ease,  glorified  by  the  memory  of 
noM  yctts  of  travd  and  stiffing  adventure. 
But  times  had  dnoftd.  The  Indian  and  the  M9»a|MB- 

had  passed  away,  aad  now  adventurous  youths,  when 
sea»d  with  the  spirit  of  the  old-time  rovers,  would  spend 
a  Winter  or  two  in  the  shanties,  work  for  a  while  in  the 
<»ves  and  lumber^-yafdi  of  Qi>^  and  Ottowa,  whence 
they  dnfted  southward  and  westward  to  the  factories 
of  New  England,  the  lumber  camps  of  Michigan,  the 
wheat  fields  of  Minnesota,  or  the  gold  mines  <rf  Caltfbniia 
aiKl  RritUi  Columbia. 

Thus  the  young  men  of  St.  Pladde,  the  relations  and 
friends  of  Jean  Bi^Miste,  kept  gong  away  one  by  oe^ 
always  promising  to  return,  but  never  coming  back  to 
stty.  The  home  circle  grew  less  and  less,  and  the 
laj^f  momiMd  her  absent  sons.  Nardsse,  the 
««8t  and  the  first  to  go,  waa  a  carpenter  in  Montreal ; 
Touaamt  had  taken  up  land  in  Manitoba ;  Baakm 
working  in  the  copper  mines  of  Lake  Superior ;  Francaii 
TO  the  owner  of  a  cattle  ranch  in  Alberta;  andHilaire, 
ae  last  to  go,  was  the  farthest  away,  being  empbved 
»  die  itaiBim  fisheries  of  Bkitah  Cbimi^.  Twas  a 
twing  generation,  descended  from  the  old  vikii^  and 
poates  of  northern  Europe,  and  the  love  of  wandering 
^  P»"»g  their  early  years  they  would 

^  at  home,  ooitteBtedfy  enough,  but  sooner  or  later 

they  would  hear  the  caS  and  would  go  fordi,  with  Row- 
ing eyes  and  courageous  heart*  to  m^em  mm  notf^ 
to  conquer  other  lands. 

"  Jean,"  said  brother  Nicholas,  one  day,  "  I  should 
^  to  go  to  ^  fl»^We^  to  broAcr  Fran9ois,  who 
MaiMad  t^aet  Jer  aie.  SomlAsmiam  t  tmA 


of  my  own  and  a  hundred  head  of  cattk— ^  veritable 
fortune,  waA  m  mtt  ceaSd  net  get  is  a  Itfcttme  heic. 
But  I  cannot  go,** 

**  Why  not,  Nicholas  <  "  said  Jean. 

**  Why  not  J*  Mon  Dieu,  Jean,  you  know  very  well. 
How  oould  I  kave  the  mother  alone,  that  is  to  say  with 
you,  which  is  the  same  thing  < 

"  You  can  leave  her  with  me,  Nicholas." 

**  Leave  her  with  you,  Jean  Baptistc  t  You,  scholar, 
hunter,  fisherman,  good-for-nothing— what  could  you 
do^  UiOttmmm/  You  shall  go  to  Fran9ois  and 
I  will  «ay  at  home.  But  it  tt  a  pity,  yw,  a  thowand 
pmes.  Whac  a  chance  1  Sacr4!  But  you  shaU  go, 
yes,  to-morrow.  I  will  not  have  you  hefc.  Do  ymt 
understand,  idler  ** 

"Iwi!lnotgo,Nicholai." 
What  is  that  you  say     You      not  go  ^  Refose 
a  chance  like  that  J*  You  refuse  cveiything,  everything. 
What  obstinacy  I   The  boy  is  a  fool,  m  utter  foot, 
beyond  all  hope.  Norn  de  cauchon  !  ** 

''Ktdioki,''  laid  Jctti,  earnestly,  "listen  to  me. 
This  taOt  about  going  away^I  have  heard  it  before, 
many  times,  every  since  I  can  remember  anythii^. 
Fall  River,  Chicago,  Manitoba,  California— I  am 
tired  of  hearing  of  them.  Cotton  mills,  wheat  fields, 
gold  mittes,«aatle  raadies— don't  talk  to  me  of  all  that. 
It  is  all  very  well  to  sec  the  world,  but  why  not  try  to  ^ 
something  at  home  i  Why  should  all  the  young  men 
go  away,  the  best  blood  of  the  parish  i  Adventure,  you 
«y  J  «terprise  <  Why  not  have  some  of  that  here  < 

See,  Mdidas,  the  good  land,  the  noUe  forest,  the  grand 
mountains,  the  lovely  river !  Where  m  all  the  world 
will  you  find  a  place  note  bemtt^  more  satii^aig. 
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where  you  would  be  more  content  to  live  and  dief 
Aie  there  no  chances  here,  no  possibilities  <  Perhaps 
not,  but  I  will  see,  I  wm  try.  You  othcn,  all  ol  yoa, 
nay  go,  but  I  will  stay.  Yes,  it  ts  decided.  Say  no 
more,  Nicholas,  my  brother.  Fear  nothing.  Fran9ois 
will  be  glad  to  see  you,  and  the  mother  will  be  saie 
wtthme*** 

Nicholas  was  speediieM.  He  had  never  heatd  tail 
like  that,  either  from  Jean  Baptiste  or  any  one  ebe. 
The  idea  that  distant  fields  were  no  more  green  than 
those  at  home  was  new  to  him  and  he  could  not  receive 
it.  Yet  hni  tModMr**  wonis  injured  confidence,  and 
he  felt  that  he  was  going  to  have  Ins  way,  as  umi^ 
As  he  well  knew,  Jean  vras  strong  and  capable  and  always 
carried  through  what  he  began.  Nicholas  weakened, 
and  referred  the  whole  question  to  his  mother,  knowing 
wtf  nine  she  wodd  say. 

"Nicholas,"  said  die  mother,  ''you  have  a  &ie 
chance  in  the  North-West,  and  I  think  that  you  ought  to 
go.  God  knows  that  I  would  like  to  keep  you  all.  But 
it  is  the  way  of  life.  The  young  birds  leave  the  nest, 
and  the  mother  with  the  fafoken  heart— after  a  while 
she  Me»,  But  do  iMt  tron^  abont  me.  I  am  not 
going  to  die,  no,  not  for  many  years.  The  good  God 
and  the  Holy  Vii^n  will  watch  over  me.  Go,  Nicholas, 
with  your  mother's  blessing.  You  have  been  a  good 
son  to  me.  There,  I  am  not  crying,  not  at  ^.  I  have 
still  my  baby,  my  little  Jean.  We  shall  not  be  lonefy, 
shall  we,  Jean  <  But  I  shall  never  forget  you,  Nicholas, 
never.  All  the  children  have  a  place  in  my  heart,  and 
you,  perhaps,  more  than  the  others." 

"  But,  Jean,"  s^  ^  nio^,  uto  ^  woe  deatt 
"  w^(k»  you  wi^  to  setoff  Wmcmyo&^Bm 
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thiiplioe,  with  aU  your  takaii»yoitrcdtiation^  I  do 
aoc  tttidentaiMl  tt  all.  Ii  it  for  my  sake,  or  i»  there 
anodier  whom  you  love  f  Jean,  my  lad,  is  it  possible  f 
Not  Z^hyrine  Boucher,  she  is  too  old  for  you ;  nor 
MteieC^ture,shei8not|>rettyatall;  nor  Blanchctte 
Laroche— impoaiMe.  No^  there  ii  ao  mm  aoMIe 
in  the  parish,  not  one ;  not  even  the  little  GabrieUe 
Tachi,  who  is  much  too  young.  But  wait  I  The 
little  Gabriellitf  grows  older  every  year.  One,  two, 
tlnce,  foitr,  five,  six,  seven— mon  Ditu,  how  the  time 
goes  I  She  must  be  seventeen  yean  old  at  tlie  very 
lean.  And  she  is  beautiful,  of  a  good  family,  with  a 
suitable  dowry — no  objection,  none  whatever.  And 
did  she  not  arrive  from  Quebec  this  very  morning  f* 
Ah,  Jean,  you  bluah.  I  have  found  you  out.  It  is  for 
the  sake  of  CSibnelle  that  you  suy  in  St.  Placide.'' 

"  My  dear  mother,"  said  Jean,  "  you  are  laughing 
at  me.  Stay  here  f-)r  the  sake  of  Gabrielle,  that  little 
imp  with  the  red  hair  and  freckles  {*  Absurd  1  Besides, 
I  have  not  seen  her  for  years.  Sht  has  been  at  the 
convent,  I  am  told,  leamu^  mmc,  painting,  eo^raidery 
—all  the  accomplishments.  She  will  be  a  great  lady 
in  the  gay  world  of  Quebec,  quite  out  of  my  sphere,  I 
assure  you.  No,  my  mother,  there  is  no  one  whom  I 
lovehalfsonittdiaiyou.  V^dolMqrm  St.Plaeidef 
Truly,  I  do  not  know.  For  your  atktt  Certainly, 
most  of  all.  Is  there  any  other  reason  f  Possibly. 
Who  knows  AH  the  others  go  away,  and  I,  I  will  not. 
It  is  obstinacy,  nothing  else.  There,  my  mother,  I 
have  confessed.  Gfv^aejtehitioii  now,  joid  a  koa." 
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Arm  the  departure  of  brother  Nicholas  ditiigi  went 
on  much  as  before.  It  was  hardly  to  be  expected  that 
Jean  would  suddenly  change  his  ways  and  settle  down 
to  iht  totokut  of  habitant  Itie  after  so  many  yean  of 
Ukum,  Miracles  may  be  pomSbk,  but  dMy  sddoa 
happen.  Even  Tabeau  acknowledged  this,  and 
the  neighbours  fully  agreed  with  her.  This  proud 
young  man  would  come  to  it  in  the  course  of  time,  but 
Ml  spirit  must  first  be  broken.  And  that  would  happen 
— pomty  would  do  it.  He  who  was  ncfw  pwmnnding 
the  countryside  with  rod  and  gun  U*ke  a  s^tkman  ami 
a  great  bid  would  soon  be  grubbing  in  the  earth.  By 
and  by  his  back  woukl  be  bent  and  his  legs  crodttd  like 
raow  OK  any  connpa  naB* 

But  Jean  shocked  the  old  ioasip  and  the  wiwit  piMli 
by  employing  a  hired  man.  What  sinful  extravagance 
and  folly  1  It  was  not  as  in  former  times,  when  one 
ooold  get  an  aUe-bodied  man  for  a  shilling  a  d^. 
Now  one  had  to  pay  at  least  twice  as  much,  wbik  the 
rascals  did  barely  half  as  much  work,  and  ^""^Tf^ 
the  best  of  everydiing— white  bread,  butter,  soup,  pork, 
and  even  eggs.  And  they  would  not  sleep  in  the  stable, 
as  formerly,  but  wuhed  to  have  a  room  in  the  house,  a 
Mnw  mattress,  blankets,  sheets,  a  cawfle  to  1^  Ata 
to  bed— all  the  luxuries  of  modem  life.  But  those 
Giwmi  pwf let  how  could  Aqr  tfbwl  Mikmi  Swstfy 


ihty  wm  OB  tim  ratd  to  ntin,  on  the  very  brink  of  it. 
Plreiently  iUmf  woM  bt  Is  poverty*  and  litt  pftftil^ 
would  have  to  support  them.  Yes,  it  wm  a  matter  of 

public  concern  and  somebody  ought  to  interfere. 

Nevmhelesi,  Jean  Baptiste  kept  the  hired  man,  and, 
while  working  on  die  farm  somewhat  more  than  formerly, 
still  found  tmie  for  hunting  and  fiihkig  and  readiag 
of  books,  while  his  mother,  as  though  bewitched,  •^aS^ 
complacently  at  everything  that  he  did. 
—Si        »ank  lower  still  in  the  estimation  of  the 
ntigliboiii^  for  he  btfni  to  hetp  bad  con^>any,  the  very 
worst-^that  of  a  sorcerer.  It  came  about  in  this  way. 
Jean  was  having  a  day's  fishing,  and,  although  the  trout 
were  rising  well,  he  was  not  content  to  stay  in  one  place 
b«t  kept  moving  on  up  the  stream  until  he  found  him- 
self, at  suniet,  ttanding  on  a  rocky  kdge  beside  a  deep, 
dark  pool,  called  the  trou  du  Jordr.  Predpitooa 
crowned  with  firs  and  pines,  rose  on  all  sides,  endoa^ 
a  sort  of  an^hitiieatre  into  which  the  river  plunged  in 
«  i*ite  caacade.  Striking  a  granite  ledge,  the  stream 
swirled  around  in  a  gicitt  ed^,  a  d«li  niitrlpool,  on  die 
borders  af  which  lurked  giant  trout,  old  warriors  that 
had  broken  the  tackle  of  many  a  luckless  angler,  wary 
fish  that  must  be  under  the  spedal  protection  of  Satan 
hinmelf  so  often  had  they  escaped  the  toils.   It  was  a 
place  of  evil  repute,  little  frequent  by  aog^ef^  So 
much  the  better,  as  Jean  knew,  for  the  man  of  cotnage, 
and,  although  he  had  never  taken  a  large  fish  in  the  place, 
he  was  determined  to  try  his  luck  once  more  in  the 
lawiOHa  pool. 

Looking  into  the  deep  water  at  his  foet  he  saw  a 
that  made  his  heart  leap  to  his  throat.  It  waa  the 
of  an  enormous  fish,  the  biggest  he  had  ever  acca*  new 
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pushed  out  from  beneath  the  rock  until  he  could  lee 
the  gillif  and  the  lateral  fins,  now  slowdy  withdrawn  until 
only  the  mout  was  viHble.  On  tiptoe  Jean  dttw  bmk } 
with  grim  haste  attached  a  jew  fly ;  tested  the  cailiiif» 
line  and  the  supple  rod ;  and  then,  with  a  dexterous 
turn  of  the  wrist,  launched  the  fly  upon  the  foam- 
iecked  surface  of  the  pool,  iust  beyond  the  hiding-plaoe 
oftfaetfoiit.  ItfloHMldowBsiftiaiiiift^fitirofilit 
fish,  but  the  andent  denizen  of  the  pool  made  no 
response,  nor  did  any  of  the  lesser  fry  dare  to  rise,  but 
kept  at  a  respectful  distance  from  the  king  of  the  river. 
Jean  made  several  casts,  tried  another  fly,  and  another, 
ttoiit  bt  tad  foee  thraugh  hm  book;  then  put  on  • 
grasshopper ;  and,  flaaQy,  dtietndid  to  waam  but 
without  avail. 

**  Socri  !  "  said  Jean  to  himself.  "  This  is  a  devU 
ofatfoitt.  Wlutaoftof  bait  docs  he  want 

"  I  wis  ili0w  you,  |MB  BivtiMt  G^nbux,'*  said  a 
voice. 

With  an  involuntary  start  Jean  turned  to  see  who  had 
spoken,  and  was  surprised  to  find  himself  face  to  face 
widi  the  rodottbtabk  Michel  Gamache,  iU  k  Soreur. 
MHit!  was  a  man  of  sixty  or  seventy  years  of  agt,  bm 
and  very  straight,  with  the  frame  of  an  athlete,  and 
the  face  of  an  ascetic,  in  which  ferocity  and  gentleness 
were  strangely  blended.  The  high  arch  of  the  nose 
and  die  wtxmf^  hse  of  die  overiianging  brow  macte 
one  diink  oi  a  bird  of  i»ey ;  the  shs^nVf  grisdcd  hair 
and  the  vice-like  jaw  gave  him  the  appearance  of  an 
ancient  wolf ;  but  there  was  an  expression  of  friendliness 
about  mouth  and  eyes  that  attracted  more  than  the  harsh 
fiaTiifis  iinHrBed»  He  was  bare^ttaifcd,  iffid  WQce  a 
bcowtt  Mimt  iiidi  tipimit  of  ihs  MiAt  oqIbihf 
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into  the  legs  of  long  leathern  mocaaim,  tad  he  cmied 

the  usual  fisherman's  rod  and  pannier 

maow ot  t  frown ;  that  is  to  say,  after  you  have  done 
stnmg  at  me.  You  find  nothing  extraordinary  L,  mv 
JVpearance,  I  hope."  t  ^  -^j 

"No,  indeed.  Monsieur  Gamachc.  I  was  a  b& 
starticd,  that  was  aU.  But  there  is  a  trout  down  there, 
the  biggest  I  have  ever  seen,  and  I  cannot  get  him  to  rise. 
I  have  tried  emythair-«es»  gna^pers,  worms- 
but  he  wd  not  look  at  ^eai.  Now  it  is  yot»  tuia. 
Monsieur." 

"N^  Jean;  it  is  your  fish.  See,  here  it  aoaetyac 
tewiBiBCdihim.  Trythis/' 

Out  ol  hti  pocket  Michel  drew  a  black,  worm-like 
be^t  about  an  inch  and  a  half  in  length,  w^  fekm 
body  and  innumerable  legs,  and  handed  it  to  Jean. 
uJ^^T^  sparkled  as  he  attached  the  wriggler  to  a 
ho<*^  for  he  knew  it  wett- the  larva  of  the  dragon-fly, 
deadty  bait  for  aU  fishes  in  strem  ito  Aey  are^found^ 
That  is  very  kind  of  you,  Nfoasietir  Gataache. 
Now  we  shall  see.  Here  goes  I  " 

Swraly  had  the  bait  touched  the  surface  of  the  pool 
wiKs^tfe  was  a  mah  and  a  splash  and  the  big  fish 

started  back  toward  his  hiding-pbce  to  enjoy  tlia  tootb- 
some  morsel  he  had  so  cleverly  cs^tured.  Mag 
tht  sting  of  the  hook  and  an  unaccustomed  pressure  on 
darted  out  into  the  middle  of  the  pool, 
whtte  hi  leaped  from  ^  water,  turned  a  somersault 
m  the  air  and  lashed  abottt  like  a  harpooned  whide. 
Tien  he  plunged  to  the  bottom  and  zigzagged  up  stream 
toward  a  mass  of  jagged  rocks  dirough  which  the  water 
like  a  mill-race.  Finding  his  progrcw  slow  he 
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made  another  leap  in  the  air,  and  started  down  stream, 
dfamag  out  yards  of  line,  and  then  came  back  with  a 
fod^  w  Oiitt  JcaB  WM  hvdfy  able  to  fite  m  ttie  dack. 
It  was  a  great  struggle,  with  the  odds  in  favour  of  the 
fish,  for  the  angler's  sole  weapon  was  a  light  rod  and  a 
slender  line,  and  the  strain  of  the  strong  fish  rharging 
to  and  fro  in  die  rou|^  water  was  ten^.  But  Jean 
held  the  tip  of  htf  rod  well  and  exerted  a  steady  puU 
to  which  the  fish  had  to  yield  m  the  end.  Slowly,  but 
surely,  Jean  reeled  him  in,sti]l  tugging  and  circling  about, 
but  gradually  weakening,  until  he  turned  feebly  on  his 
aide,  and  hts  last  struggles  served  only  to  land  him  on 
die  rock  itt  the  aagier'fl  iMt. 

But  the  game  was  not  yet  played  to  a  &ush,  for  just 
as  the  fish  was  well  landed  he  gave  a  last  flop  of  the  tail 
and  broke  the  gut  above  the  shank  of  die  hook.  Jean 
looked  <m  sa  diough  paralysed,  while  his  prize  was 
slipping  down  the  shelving  rock  iato  the  wat»*  Atthii 
point  Michel  Gamache  ceased  to  be  a  neutral  spectatoc, 
for  just  as  die  trout  was  slipping  away,  the  old  man,  with 
extraordinary  aplity,  pounced  upon  it,  as  a  cat  upon  a 
toonmc,  ic^ged  it  with  bo^  httids,  and  held  it  up,  flop- 
ping and  dr  aping,  before  the  eyes  of  lent  BapCiMe,  who^ 
a  moment  bdlore,  had  beta  phnged  k  ^  deptfai  el 
despair. 

"  Ah,  Momiettr  Gamache  I "  said  Jean,  widi  emotion, 
"  you  »e  a  friend,  indeed.  But  look  at  that  trout. 
I  have  never  seen  the  like-^tfatrty  iaciia  at  iSm  km, 
and  eight  pounds.  Yes,  eight  pounds,  or  more.  M§m 
Dkul  What  a  fish  I  Magnificent  I  I  never  diought 
that  iuch  trout  existed  outside  of  Lac  des  JVe^.  But 
Imtm  An      tee  Sm,  aad  tee  ipot»-fed,  blue. 
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m&  m  ao  our  ci  your  poor  relations,  nor  fro^,  nor 
mice,  not  gaaaSaoppen*  Yott  woald  not  toudi  the 
grasshopper,  but  we  found  a  good  bait  for  you.  Yt., 
Monsieur  Gamichc,  it  was  you  who  did  it.  Certaialy, 
you  must  be  a  sorcerer,  as  they  say.** 

''Sorcerer,  Jean  Biq^tfstel  You  say  that  to  me; 
you,  the  son  of  my  old  ^ead,  ToMnnit  €&m! 
He  at  least  knew  better  than  that ;  he,  my  friend,  your 
father.  But  the  times  have  changed,  and  the 
people  of  to-day— ~** 

"  Mooaiettr  Gamache,  believe  me,  I  did  not  mean 
it  like  that.  It  is  only  that  I  am  gratefol  to  you 
for  the  bait  and  for  saving  me  Ae  trout.  It  was 
truly  miraculous.  Yes,  that  is  the  word— miraculous." 

"Well,  Jean,  that  is  better.  You  have  some  of  the 

peteiC8solyoBr£idier,as  Isee.  Ah,  he  was  a  valiant 
man  and  a  good  friend." 

"  My  father  <  "  said  Jean,  in  surprise.  "  I  do  not 
understand.   He  never  spoke  of  it." 

**  Certainly  not.  That  is  what  I  say.  He  was  a  good 
friend  and  could  keep  a  secret.** 

"  A  secret.  Monsieur  Gamache  <  That  a  k^erestiog. 
But  it  is  gettm'g  late  and  I  must  be  going  home.  It  was 
a  good  day's  fishing.  My  pannier  is  full  and  I  have 
diM  big  one  as  weU.  But  will  you  not  keep  him. 
Monsieur  C  He  eertamfy  beioegs  to  yoa.** 

"  But  no,  Jean  ;  it  is  your  fish,  and  I  am  glad  th^  I 
had  the  honour  of  helping  to  catch  him.   But  do  not 
hurry,  my  young  friend.  Sit  down  a  minute.  I  will 
you  somediing.'* 

Soncwluie  lekKtuitfy,  but  m&mi  any  lear  ol  the 
old  man,  who  was  evidcmly  disposed  to  be  friend^ 
Jean  sat  beside  him  on  the  fock  and  Mfteaed  to  the  stocy 
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of  former  days  before  the  family  Giroux  came  to  the 
parish  of  St.  Pladde. 
' '  Your  father,  Jean,  as  yoa  know,  was  a  native  of  die 

parish  of  Chateau  Richer,  on  the  other  side  of  those 
mountains.  And  I,  as  you  do  not  know,  lived  in  the 
parish  of  Ste.  Famille  on  the  other  side  of  the  Channel, 
m  ^  bie  ^  Qrieai»— 4he  Isle  of  Sorcerers,  as  they 
call  it.  It  was  not  an  isle  of  sorcerers  at  all,  but  I  will 
tell  you  what  it  was —  an  isle  of  smugglers.  Yes, 
smugglers.  When  the  good  people  of  Chateau,  there 
below,  saw  those  lights  on  a  dark  night  moving  to  and 
£ro  on  the  long  marsh,  gleaming  fitfully,  like  fireflies, 
they  crossed  themselves,  the  simpletons,  mi  waxfX^enA, 
'will-o'-the-wisps,*  'devil's  fire,'  'sorcerers!*  Ha! 
Ha  !  What  foolishness  1  They  were  smugglers  with 
lanterns  going  to  meet  a  bateau  at  high  tide,  carrying 
ca^  oi  brandy  and  Frendi  wines,  packages  of  tobacco, 
bales  of  silk,  and  all  ibxL  Nobody  came  near  tfiem, 
you  may  be  sure.  Very  convenient,  the  Isle  of  Sorcerers, 
for  smugglers,  and  there  were  fine  hiding-places  in  the 
long  marsh  and  on  the  side  of  the  hill.  Caves  $*  Oh, 
yes,liefe«iiithete.  Iwradtrif  IcotilclfimitfatiBiiovr. 
Ah»dK»e  were  days  1 " 

"  But  you  were  no  smuggler,  Moaakat  Oft«wH[4if,  oot 
my  father  either.  Impossible.** 

**  flotiiing  a  ini|)ossible,  Jean.  All  good  is  possible 
and  all  bad.  We  were  smugglers,  cntainly,  for  fun 
at  first,  and  afterwards  {<xt  ptc&t*  Talk  of  Un^g, 
cultivating  the  soil — ^that  is  a  slow  way  of  earning  one's 
living,  not  to  speak  of  making  a  fortune.  But  free  trade, 
smuggling,  if  you  like,  going  out  of  a  dark  night  in  a 

somtdiaig  qb  the  quays  of  the  &.  CSiarics,  w^pfmg 
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down  mdi  the  ebb,  arrivuig  in  the  early  mormng  lp««e 
the  coming  of  the  dawn,  the  l^ituig  of  ^  mkc  and  tiie 
first  glow  of  sunrise  on  the  top  of  Mount  Ste.  Anne- 
Jean,  it  was  glorious.  I  like  to  think  of  it.  U  onfy 
those  days  could  come  again  I  " 
**  And  dangerous,  IXMukm  Gamache  {* " 
"  Dangerous  <•  Certainly.  Tim  wm  the  gtory  of  it. 
But  when  one  is  found  out  one  goes  to  prison,  perhaps, 
or  one  crosses  the  mountains  to  the  parish  of  St.  Pladde, 
wiicfe  the  past  may  be  forgotten." 

•*  Monteitr  GmOit/*  said  Jean, "  I  can  weU  believe 
that  my  father  was  a  smuggler,  for  people  had  dififeteat 
ideas  about  such  things  in  those  days,  and  the  adventure 
^that  life  must  have  appealed  to  him,  but  as  to  the 
pcofi^— thstt  is  not  quite  so  credible.  He  was  a  poor 
man  when  he  came  to  St.  Piadde,  and  the  farm  he 
created  himself,  cut  all  the  trees  with  his  own  9m,  dxtg 
the  ground  with  a  spade,  carried  hay  and  oats  on  his 
back  up  the  hills.  No,  Monsieur,  my  father  did  not 
profit  1^  the  trade  of  which  you  speak.'' 

'*  That  is  tme,  lean,  he  did  ft  for  for  advemitte» 
for  the  beauty  and  glory  of  it,  and  he  would  not  touch 
one  sou  of  the  profit.  But  he  took  the  punishment, 
the  exile,  just  the  same.  Have  I  not  said  that  he  wai  a 
vaMmt  man  f  " 

These  were  strange  tdes  ^  Jtm  was  hearing  thatt 
night,  beside  that  weird  pool,  while  the  stars  came  oi^ 
and  the  new  moon  rose  above  the  circle  of  the  trees 
«^  cast  a  trembling  brightness  on  the  water  betew. 
«e  louiui  of  die  tswet  filled  the  air  as  though  trying 
to  drown  the  voice  of  Michel  Gamache  as  he  told  of  the 
lawless  exploits  of  former  days,  when  Toussaint  Gtfoos 
and  he  were  youog  and  aowiag  to  die  wind,  it  wis 
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almost  sacrilege  in  Jean  to  be  hearing  of  such  doings, 

2*5* ***** *  ^  P"<*«  »  he  thought 
of  his  fttfaer,  in  the  hey-day  of  life,  high-soirited,  strong 
and  brave,  going  into  daa^er  icith  a  sink  en  his  lips 
and  a  brightness  in  his  eye,  glorying  in  adventure 
Itself  alone,  and  scorning  both  the  reward  and  ihe 
P«alty.  In  his  heart  Jean  was  wishing  that  he  had  been 
there  and  hqitng  thatt  Ukt  opportunities  might  come 
^am.  Evidently  Michel  Gsmache  was  corrupting 
the  morals  of  the  son  as  he  had  formerly  oomiptfd 
those  of  the  father.  Perhaps  he  vas  a  aetcecer  situ 
all,  a  servant  of  Satan,  the  enemy  of  soub. 

You  are  late,  Jean,**  said  Madame  Giroux,  as  the 
fisherman  finally  arrived  at  home.  Yott  ate  very  late, 
and  I  thought  that  you  would  never  come.  The  river 
P^**«-  You  remember  Hypolite 
Acard,  ^  was  drowned  last  year.  He  could  swim, 
too,  but  It  is  ahrnys  the  swimmers  who  take  the  risks. 
I  wish  that  you  would  be  more  careful.  WeB,  I  am 
glad  that  you  are  safe  at  home.  Sit  down,  now,  and 
take  some  of  this  hot  soup.  I  will  cook  a  trout  for  yoo, 
if  you  Uke.  You  got  some,  of  course." 

**But  certainly,  my  mother,**  said  Jean,  opening  his 
P^er,"  look  at  these."  f««»8  ms 

**Truly  you  have  a  lot,  about  ten  docen,  I  should  say. 
At  Beauport  we  could  get  twenty  cents  a  dozen  for  them, 
ano  at  ffie  Oian^lain  market  in  Quebec  at  least  five 
cents  more.  Two  ddhn' worth  of  fish— not  a  bad  day's 
lir^n.^"?  ^""^  y°u  there,  h^nd  your  badtf 
Man  Dieu  !  What  is  that  «•  A  salmon,  a  whale  I  What 
iSf*'**'"^^®"  arc  a  fisherman  indeed  I  How  I  wish 
fflttyowftthewerehetetosee  that  trout  I  He  caught 
oat  oBoe  ^ott  At  siae  si«,  b«  I  hm  aeveriboe 
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seen  its  equal.  That  was  when  we  first  came  to  St 
VUddk,  foftjr  yean  afo.  We  were  young  then.  Bttt 
where  did  you  get  ft  f  In  some  deep  hole,  no  dm&t,** 

**  Yes,  my  mother,  in  the  Trou  du  Sorder" 

'*  God  guard  us ! "  said  Madame  Giroux,  crossing 
hmelf.  **  The  Trou  du  Sorcier,  the  very  place  where 
your  father  caught  diat  other  fish.  And  the  mrcerer 
himself,  was  he  there,  perhaps,  as  then  i  ** 

**  Yes,  my  mother,  he  was  there.  That  is  curious, 
is  it  not  i*  But  he  is  no  sorcerer,  only  aa  old  man,  most 
obliging  and  interesting.'^ 

**  The  devfl  k  always  tsicfcstttig^  Jea&»  md  obi^(uig 
too,  for  a  time.  But  if  this  man  is  not  a  soronrer  he  » 
a  thief,  certainly,  and  a  miser.  Besides,  he  never  goes 
to  Mass — has  not  made  his  Easter  confession  in  forty 
years.  IF  he  diould  die  suddenly  Satan  would  surely 
take  his  soul.  Jean,  I  am  not  superstttkni8»  iK>t  at  aU, 
but  I  think  that  we  should  send  the  fish  to  the  cur^.*' 

Thus  it  happened  that  Father  Paradis  had  a  good 
dinner  on  the  next  day,  which  was  Friday,  and  for 
several  days  thereafter  ikut  gptiA  cmi  mi  Ma  house- 
keeper msde  tftctf  bmidhs^  ^^suet  <nd  stippef  ci 
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CHAPTER  IV 

m  LOW  OAMMr 

'*Botf  Sfm,  Jean  Bapdste/'  said  Tabeau  one 

evening,  as  the  young  man  pasted  licr  Imt  m  IiIb  way 

to  visit  his  friend  Michel  Gamache. 

"Bon  soir,  Madame,**  said  Jean,  politely,  but  not 
stof^ing,  as  he  sometimes  did,  to  gossip  with  the  old 
woman 

"  Not  so  fast,  Jean.  Wait  a  miiittte.  I  have  some- 
thing to  tell  you.   Come  here.** 

Another  time,  Madame  Tabeau,  if  y<m  please.  I 
must  hasten  this  evening/* 

"No  ttnef**  caddcd  ^  old  efoiie  m  a  shrill, 
querulous  voice.  "  No  time  to  talk  to  a  poor  old  woman ; 
no  time  for  that,  oh,  no !  But  time  enough  far  yout 
friend  the  sorcerer,  that  servant  of  the  devil.** 

**  Madame  Tabeau,  take  care  what  you  say.  You 
^eak  of  MoQsietsr  Gamache,  no  doubt.  He  is  old, 
perhaps,  and  not  at  all  handsome,  but  he  is  m  amoutt* 
On  the  contrary,  I  think  him  a  good  man.  In  msy 
case,  he  is  my  friend,  as  you  say,  and  I  do  not  wish  to 
hear  you  give  him  evil  names.** 

"  You  do  not  wish  it,  your  kM^f  Very  well,  I 
will  not  say  it.  He  is  a  giood  man,  a  saint,  perh^ 
or  possibly  an  angel  in  disguise.  Who  knows  <  But 
•vhat  species  of  angel,  eh  <  You  are  sure !"  You  can 
te&<  ^Xte  did  the  cur^  say  in  his  sermon  last  Stmday< 
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alio,  at  least  once  a  y  ar.  But  what  did  tfae  eitt<  iqr  f 
Sttaa  can  deceive  die  Hte  eveii»  whctt  he  puts  on  hta 

best  clothes.  But  not  Jean Bi^ttec  Oitoinu  Oh,  no! 
Nobody  could  fool  him,  not  evm  a  HQOli^  Ctttttt^ 
not  a  poor  old  woman  like  me." 

Tabeau  reh^Med  into  silence,  puffii^  at  her 
blsGk  p^  bitt  steadily  feggodiiig  Jean  11^  her  fidi^ 
eyes.  His  curiosity  was  aroused. 

"  Madame  Tabeau/*  he  said,  in  a  conciliating  tone, 
"  do  not  be  angry.  I  was  to  blame.  You  may  say  what 
you  please.  You  have  something  to  tell  me,  and  I  will 
gladly  listen." 

"  Oh,  he  will  listen  ;  his  grandeur  will  deign  to  hetf 
what  the  old  woman  has  to  say.  But  he  wiU  hear 
nothing." 

"  Madame  Tabeau,  I  am  a  fool,  as  you  have  said,  in 
effect,  and  I  believe  everybec^.  It  a  qt^  pnarfMf 
that  I  may  be  deceived,  as  on  some  former  occasions* 
But  you  are  a  wise  woman,  Madame,  and  you  know 
something.  Will  you  not  tell  it  to  me  for  my  advantage  < 
I  aiiail  be  grsoe^  even  tf  you  tell  me  what  I  do  not  wail 
to  hear." 

"  Well,  Jean,  that  is  better.  You  have  some  sense 
left,  in  spite  of  your  studies,  a  little  intelligence  still, 
arrange  to  say.  Sit  down  here  on  the  step ;  no,  not  so 
farawai;  here  beside  me.  I  nOI  noi  tent  yoo, 
and  the  /oung  ladies  will  not  be  jealous.  Forty  yens 
ago  ^ey  might  have  been  annoyed,  the  vixens,  but  not 
now.  Listen  1  There  is  a  story,  certainly.  You  shall 
hear  it,  no  one  else. 

**  At  that  time  they  did  not  call  me  Mire  Tabeau. 
Bonhomme  Tabeau,  the  old  sot,  had  not  yet  ccuiie  on 
tfaesoeac  He  mi  ridi*  the  old  mtser-that  vat  niy 
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i^??*f?         ^•■»  a»  expected,  in  the 

oowK  of  a  few  yean.  But  caa  you  believe  it  <  The 
old  beast  did  not  kavc  me  one  aou,  not  oae  mii  itiii 
was  what  I  did  not  expect.  AU  was  for  masses  for 
souL  The  old  fool  I  His  soul  is  in  the  pit,  where  no 
naMca  can  help  him.  I  know  theology,  me.  Masses 
caa  puB  out  out  of  purgatory,  of  course ;  but  from  the 
gt,  never.  Ah»  that  was  one  who  got  h»  deserts. 
Hw  money  goes  to  the  priests,  whom  he  did  not  love, 
and  his  soul  remains  with  Satan.   Cnirrwru  de  Dieu  !  " 

But  ft  was  of  your  fi.end  the  sorcerer  that  I  was 
^eakmjg.  That  was  another  who  had  sold  himself  to 
the  evil  one.  At  what  price  i  Gdd  and  the  love  ol 
woman.  Was  he  handsome  By  no  means.  But  how 
strong  he  was,  how  black  his  hair  and  his  eyes  I  And 
towhewwtldlookatmeandsay:  *  Angel,  my  angel, 

dieeks,  and  on  the  Ups.    Againl    Once  manV 
AndafterthatI  Afon  2>ttii,  after  that  his  ship  came  in 
with  the  tide  and  he  sailed  away ;  while  I,  like  a  fool 
yodoB  &e  shore  and  waved  to  him  until  he  was  out 
ofB^^beywid  the  pooit  Aadlto  I  cried  like  a 
baby.  Can  you  beheve  it  i 
**Did  Michel  Gamache  not  come  back  after  die 
Ah,  yes.  When  summer  was  gone  he  came 
back,  bttt  aec  to  aie.  I  wie  eiq>ecting  him,  I  who  had 
given  him  so  much  kyve;  but  he  <&l  not  oome  that 
evemng,  nor  the  next,  nor  ever  again.  Always  he  was 
at  the  house  of  Bonhommc  Duval,  the  rich  trader 
"Buggler,  thief.   The  old  rascal  had  a  daughter  of 
course.  Beautiful*'  Not  at  all.  It  was  ti^doiwv 

tor  tfte  f«te  of  a  hundred  a^A.  mtmm  t»  || 
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was  all  arranged.  The  wedding  was  to  take  place  on 
iIm  int  ^  d  tiie  ywr.  T%ey  ivould  btgm  ^  yeai 
tofiliitr*  tfMK  two.  And  l<  They  had  no  thought 
for  me.  Every  evening  I  looked  from  the  window, 
hoping  that  he  would  come,  that  he  would  wish  to  say 
good-bye,  if  nothing  more ;  but  I  saw  only  the  bare 
trees  and  die  dead  leaves  daactng  in  die  autumn  wind. 

**  But  listen,  my  friend.  That  is  not  the  end  of  the 
story.  No»  only  the  beginning.  My  brother  Ovide, 
do  you  know  himC  But  how  could  youi*  He  has 
been  dead  these  thirty  years.  Sinoe  that  night  he  was 
die  same  man/' 

"  What  night,  Madame  i  **  said  Jean,  much  interested. 

**  Be  silent,  fool !  **  said  the  old  hag.  "  If  you  inter- 
rupt me  again  you  may  tell  the  story  yourself.  It  was 
the  eve  of  Christmas,  of  course,  ei^t  days  befoie  die 
wedding  that  was  to  be.  The  wedding  I  Ha !  Ha  I 
The  sorcerer's  wedding  1  He  vAio  had  not  made  his 
Easter  confession  in  seven  years,  he  who  had  sobl  his 
soul  for  gold.  Hisweddii^l  NomdtdwbU! 

Sister,' said  my  brote  Ovide, '  Ittde  sister,  never 
muii  the  wedding  witt  neftr  tilee  pliee.  I  wffl  kffl 
him,  die  traitor.' 

"  '  Kill  him,  yes,  yes,  kill  him  !'  I  s^d.  *  But  no, 
that  would  be  too  dangerous,  for  it  is  quite  possible 
that  he  WL  you,  Ovid^  my  bisdier*  Ten  ate 
strong,  I  know,  but  not  like  Mm.  *Think  of  that  neck 
of  his,  those  hands,  and  that  jaw,  with  teeth  like  a  wolf. 
No,  my  brother,  you  shall  not.  I  would  kill  him  myself, 
but  I  feai^I  don't  know  what  I  fear.' 

Fear  nothing,  my  sister,  you  shall  see.' 

"As  I  have  said,  it  was  still  eight  days  before 
Ouammm*  No,  two  ^  only.  Chriitmas  was  on  a 
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ddier.  Midiel  used  to  visit  the  Duval  place  every 
evening  at  eight  o'clock,  returning  always  before  mid- 
night and  going  across  the  river  to  his  home  on  the 
%£md,  tht  toad  was  marked,  as  usual,  by  balUes, 
for  the  path  was  ahrays  being  effaced  fay  itm  dtlUug 
snow.  Mbn  DituI  How  the  wind  blew  across  the 
river,  and  how  it  carried  the  snow  along— the  snow 
that  covered  everythii^  like  a  winding-sheet  1  Yes, 

■Kl  n  WOmi  UmwZ  UI¥C1CU  fWIHIIM  UmKne  hBw  uSffa 

a  my  brother  Ovule  had  had  his  way. 

**  Ah,  he  was  a  fox,  that  Ovide.  He  did  not  wish  to 
meet  Michel  face  to  face,  but  to  change  the  balises  so 
that  the  road  led  direct  to  an  air-hole,  where  the  icy 
wiiBf  fSB  iSouf^  bbidi  and  sOcBt  that  was  not  it  liQ 
dutgBtouM  for  Um.  If  Michel  should  fall  in  the  water, 
that  was  not  his  af&ir ;  but  if  he  should  try  to  dimb 
out  again,  he  would  be  there  to  push  him  down  under 
the  ice.  Yes,  under  the  ice,  to  drift,  to  roll  along  with 

COS  SIIWHHi  vO  IHiW  um  tmSf  um  ^CS^        tmnt  niMBO 

w^  slime,  to  have  his  bones  p^nd  fay  l^  cds,  to  be 
btifkd  in  a  heap  of  sand  and  seaweed  on  some  lonely 
shore— that  would  be  a  punishment  indeed  f«r  Michel 
Gamadie,  liar,  traitcar,  cursed  sorcerer. 

"  So  tBSf  fafo^tt  Ovide  lid  ti^hiiMt  one  of 

the  bran(^es  and  waited.  It  was  nearly  midn^t; 
the  night  was  very  cold ;  and  Ovide  yns  not  at  all 
comfortable  as  he  crouched  behind  the  little  tree.  But 
he  WMancd  htfBs^iiow  and  dien  frun  a  ftodc  of  exodtteiit 
brandy;  soon  his  spirits  rose,  and  he  wa»  full  of  courage. 
Presently  he  heard  a  li|^t  patter  as  of  some  one  runnii^ 
moccawif  on  1^  &ee;  and  tmmfdtatriy  tbsce 


ipptand*  net  ft  flMi,  bat  • 

at  the  open  wMv,  ftnd  began  to  iMwIit  tegli  Mt^V 
danger.  Then  he  took  a  leap  into  the  air,  flying  over 
aa  abyM  of  twenty  feet,  ht  on  the  ice  on  the  other  side, 
and  disappeared  in  the  distance,  still  howling  frightfully. 

"  My  brother  Ovide  cKipad  tea  tlM  place  ai  fm 
m  possible,  belkving  himself  chased  by  the  dtvil} 
and  i^en  he  staggered  into  the  house,  his  face  pale 
Mthe  snow,  his  jaw  hanging,  his  eyes  bloodshot  and 
acinng,  he  wai  not  a  oourageous  object,  I  assure  you. 

*'  *  What  is  the  matter,  O^'iaid  httotdkin^ttmA, 
*  Lock  the  door,  CeMnt;  k  h  Mbwa«  m. 
Quick,  It  IS  there.' 

"  *  What  is  it,  you  fooW  said  I. 

♦•*Thefoig»^aroii,Cek8ttneI  Ahl  Ah!  There  it 
IS  at  the  window !  XtmOtuI  MmDimt* 

**  Ovide  fell  in  a  heap  on  the  floor,  still  poia^  iM 
toembhng  finger  at  the  window,  and  there  I  saw,  I, 
Cdcstine  Q>lomb,  the  flaming  eyes  of  some  ferocums 
beast  R  wn  teftifying.  '  Jesus  -  Maria  I '  I  ciicd, 
vahag  the  holy  sign,  and  saying  all  my  pnfcio  at 
The  apparition  vanished,  but  I  could  not  forget  the 
fearful  eyes,  and  all  ni|^t  long  I  wm  stca«  tea  ta 
my  dreams. 

Ob  ^  atit  ifaQp,  ai  hitf^  two  at  tfK  iteaeoB, 
I  put  on  my  best  dress  and  my  WtmA  ^mm,  mA  wm 
to  visit  Annette  Duval. 

Annette,'  I  said,  as  y  itely  as  possible,  *  you  do 
not  iofve  me,  perhs^;  and  I,  possibly,  do  not  loi« 
you.* 

**  *  Perhaps  not,'  said  Annette,  beginaa^  to  cry, '  bat 
I  do  not  hate  you,  Celestine.   I  pray  for  you,  even.* 

'  That  is  not  neceapary,  Aaactt^' said  I,  with  aoi». 


'  I  can  make  ay  sahnttioa  myielf,  thank  you.  I  do 
Ml  love  yen,  at  I  iHft  nM,  but  I  nould  not  have  you 
ni«ry  a  socoeNt/ 

"  '  What  ii  that  you  lay  f  A  sorcerer  <  Michel  a 
aorcenr  <  N<Misense !  U  yott  iMd  ooditf^  bttttr  to 
atf  nhy  did  you  come  <  * 

**  *  I  enBe»  Annette,  to  say  that  Midid  k  a  lofoefcr, 
one  who  has  aoc  made  his  Easter  confession  in  seven 
years,  one  who  has  sold  his  soul  to  the  devil.  Not  only 
so,  but  he  becomes  a  /o^p  garou  every  evening  at  mid- 
night. 1%  brother  Ovide  has  seen  him  chaiuce  into  a 
kmptmM  ii%  hit  night,* 

"  *liiiefflotseai^*  said  AnMlie»  beo«Ba«  vtiy  pale, 
'be  so  kmd  as  to  go  away.' 

**  *  Annette/  said  I,  *  listen  to  me.  Ask  him  why  he 
IcaMi  you  every  evening  before  midnight.  Ask  him 
m  mf  «kh  yott  iw  a  Imp  mkmm  Umget,  and  you  win 
see/ 

" '  Mademoiselle  Colomb/  said  Amim,  *i««Pf| 
'  peraut  aae  to  show  you  the  door.' 

tte  I  went  without  a  word.  It  was  not 
niffr—y  to  say  more.  Aiuwtti  wm  tfoubled,  md 
would  certainly  adEliiehetlbr  an  opknatiott.  ibdio 
it  turned  out. 

"  Some  time  before  midnight,  Ovide  and  I— Ovide 
wouW  not  go  ilwii  hid  ouraehres  in  the  bushes  near 

the  door  ol  Bfinteme  Oisvai,  the  doer  wydi  Annette 
had  shown  to  me,  not  once  only,  but  twice.  But  I 
was  to  show  her  something;  I,  Celestine  Colomb. 
Ovide  had  his  gun  baded  with  a  silver  bullet,  a  bullet 
iMH  IhaiiMidtwidt  my  own  haadih-lbr  die  sorcerer, 
of  course.  Ovide       a  knife  also,  kmg  and  daip. 

UUi^  ilnM         *  .l  1,1  «-- »#-    T  afc'.fc 
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**  It  lacked  but  a  few  fflinutss  of  midnight  iHioi  the 
door  opened  and  there  stood  Michel  and  Annette  on 
the  threshold  in  the  light  of  the  lire.  Annette  was 
angry,  as  we  could  see ;  and  Michel,  that  giant  who 
could  have  strangled  her  widi  one  haad,  was  trying 
to  pacify  her,  to  explain  yitbat  oould  not  be  eiplained. 

So/  she  said,  '  you  must  gc^  k  seems,  although 
I  have  prayed  you  to  stay  a  few  minutes  longer,  to  spend 
die  irst  motnenn  ol  CSuiittmas  with  me— and  you  will 
not/ 

**  *  Annette,  my  dear  Annette,  have  I  not  said  diat 
I  must  go  i  It  is  an  important  appointment/ 

Inq)ortant  <  Oh  yes,  more  important  than  I, 
ol  ooufae.  I  see.  You  do  not  love  me.  No,  it  is 
money  that  you  love,  that  <»ily/ 

'*  *  Not  at  all,  Annette,  it  is  that  I  must  meet  a  friend.' 

•"A  friend,  Michel!   What  kind  of  a  friend 

"  *  Annette,  I  cannot  tell  you.  It  is  a  matter  of  life 
and  da^.  I  nmst  go..  Good-bye,  dear.  A  kiss,  a 
single  kiss.' 

"  *  No,  no  I  Never  again  !  Ah,  can  I  believe  it^ 
It  is  true,  then,  what  Celestine  has  said.  You  are  a 
sorcerer,  and  your  friend,  your  friend,  Michel,  is  Satan. 
monDkaf  UenDkal* 

**  At  this  word  V&M  bcgaii  to  laugh,  but  presently 
the  laugh  became  very  strange,  more  like  the  cry  of  a 
wild  animal  than  the  voice  of  a  man ;  he  began  to  lose 
the  human  shape ;  his  coat  became  the  skin  of  a  beatt ; 
his  feet  tad  hniSi  became  pawi ;  long  can  g^ew  upon 
his  head;  the  jaw  was  thrust  fi»tfa  and  the  fn^ 
protruded.  Norn  de  Dien!  It  was  a  wolf,  a  bap 
iarou,  that,  with  a  ferocious  growl,  precipitated  its^ 
upon  Aimette,  who  fell  unconscious  on  the  ground. 
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** * SliooCf  Aootf  Ondc I  icfftJimdt  bat  Oiiid^ 
stxtpt6ed  tsf  tcffofy  flood  tlwK  groMilm  nd 

It  is  he  1  It  is  he  1  The  /oiip  garou  !  Child  of 
^  devil  1  Ife  will  destroy  me,  body  and  sotU  1  It 
ishel  Itisfael  Um  Dim  I  Mm  Dim  t* 

**  Hearing  this,  the  wotf  kft  Annette  and  rushed 
upon  us.  Then  the  courage  of  Ovide  returned;  he 
seized  the  gun  and  aimed  a  terrible  blow  at  the  head  of 
the  beast.  1^  diis  ferocious  animal,  evading  the  blow, 
in  aa  instant  was  at  my  bfoAer's  difoat.  In  anodier 
minute  Ovide  would  halve  been  in  Hell.  It  was  I  who 
saved  him ;  I  yrho  came  to  the  rescue  with  the  long 
knife ;  I  who  struck  the  blow  that  should  have  killed 
^  hop  garoa.  By  an  unhicky  chance  the  blade 
missed  the  aedt  but  cut  off  half  of  ^  car.  It 
blood,  of  course ;  the  beast  dianged  instantly  into  the 
human  form;  and  there  stood  the  traitor,  Michel 
Gamache ;  his  face  streaming  with  blood ;  and  there 
on  ^  SHOW  lay,  not  the  ear  of  a  wdf,  but  that  of  a  man. 
Woidd  you  like  to  see  it,  Jean  B«9C^  ^  There  it  ii  f 
Ikeep  it  with  me  all  the  time,  as  a  souvenir. 

**  The  wedding— did  it  take  place  i  Certainly  not  I 
Annette  wotdd  have  married  the  sorcerer  in  ^te  of  all, 
\m  hu  ptoph  would  not  hear  of  it.  Now  die  ti 
'  Sitter  Saiate  Aaae  *  in  the  Convert  of  the  Umi&am, 
where  she  prays  all  the  time  for  the  soul  of  the  sorcerer. 
Does  she  pray  also  for  her  dear  friend,  Celestine 
Colomb  i  As  to  that,  you  may  ask  the  sorcerer.  Go  I 
Adt  htm,  too,  ii4iy  he  has  feat  hta  ear.** 

"Good  evening,  Jean,"  said  Michel  n^mm^^  « 
little  later.  **  You  have  been  delayed,  but  no  matter. 
There  remains  an  hour  of  twi%ht  and  there  will  be  a 
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clear  moon  to-night.  You  have  been  tiding  to  tlttt 
»he-devil,  Mire  Tabeau,  I  see." 

Mm  Dim  !  Monsieur  Gamache,  how  do  yoii  knew 
ttatf*  said  Jean,  astonished. 

**  Oh,  my  frieiid,  I  see  many  things/'  said  the  sorcerer, 
showing  his  teeth  and  uttering  a  weird  lai^.  *♦  So 
you  have  been  making  friends  with  La  Colomb.  Fine 
company  for  a  young  man.  And  did  she  tell  you  that 
I  WW  a  hup  garou,  and  that  she  cut  oflF  a  piece  of  mv 
ear— hein$"*  ' 

Sacri,  Monsieur  Gamacfae,  that  is  just  what  she 
said.  But  I  did  not  believe  a  word  of  it." 
Jl^  it  if  you  like,  Jean,  until  I  give  you 

aaotaer  venton  ol  ^  story.  But  rq^ard  my  ear. 
Does  it  look  as  thoitgli  ^  had  been  diced  w^  a  knife  ^ 
"  No,  IloMieitf  OimacH  not  « itf.  Quite  othw. 


wise 


Qwteodierwise,  I  assure  you,"  said  the  sorcerer, 
mm  a  fnoooitt  mile.  **  Listen  I  she  saved  the  life 


of  that  precious  brother,  Otide,  aai  m  w^-uuri 


CSiAPTBR  V 

CASfUS  IN  SPAIN 

It  was  the  moroti^  of  the  twenty-fourth  of  June,  aad 
Jean  Baptiste,  having  attended  Mass  in  honour  <^  his 
patron  saint,  was  spending  the  rest  of  the  day  by  the 
fiver.  The  sun  was  high,  and  in  all  open  places  the 
hm  was  intense,  but  frfwre  Jean  hf  at  eaK  near  tlie 
edge  of  a  cliff  there  was  cool  and  pleasant  diade.  At 
his  feet  the  river  roared  throt^h  a  deep  goi^e ;  on  the 
farther  side  there  was  a  wall  of  rock  with  a  fringe  of 
tfica;  wiiSe  beyond  roae  a  kwg  range  of  mountains, 
forest-dad  to  the  very  top.  Above,  in  the  bhte»  floettd 
light,  silvery  clouds,  lazily  passing  from  tree^^op  to 
tree-top,  sbwly  changing  their  form,  until  they  dis- 
^peared  behind  the  mountains  ot  melted  away  in  the 
dqithi  of  the  sky. 

On  this  day  Jean  was  celebrating  his  iweijHhiiii 
birdiday,  and  the  completion  of  his  coUq^e  coufK. 
His  college  had  been  the  forest,  and  his  book  the  book 
of  Nature.  He  had  read  other  books  as  well ;  all  that 
fte  WBBtttuwtt  had  ntwdttd,  Md  suuiy  aoce  of  irhtrfa 
theyhad  never  heard;  buttfaekaoirfei^etfaatheviiiied 
most  was  obtaiiicd  from  the  trees,  the  rocks,  the  soil, 
the  river,  the  birds,  the  beasts,  the  fishes,  the  cyde  of 
the  seasons,  the  changes  of  the  weather,  and  all  the 
pannfBHia  aBd  proocarioa  of  Nuuie  ^bat  men  ao  mudi 
to  die  man  with  the  seeing  eye  »d  ^  understanding 
haaft.  TbebookuwidinpoptBi  andta^Mi^ 


of  Sctcacc,  witiiPiiilosophy  his  interpreter  and  ReUgiaa 
his  inspiratioa,  he  fcad  mt^  dtffiotlt  pi^  nd^ 
covered  many  secrets. 

I  J?  ^2°  ^Ptiste  the  study  of  the  world  in  which  he 
hved  afforded  not  merely  satisfaction  to  the  natural 
curiosity  of  yom^  ivhkh  makes  knowledge  desirable 
for  Itself  alone ;  bttt  it  him  an  tns^  the 
nature  of  things,  and  a  power  of  control  which  he 
planned  to  use,  some  day,  for  a  higher  end.  The 
■wages,  by  dieir  knowledge  of  the  wilderness,  had  made 
thetr  living  there;  the  habitants,  knowing  more,  had 
secured  many  of  the  comforts  of  dvilised  life  ;  »d  ^ 
was  reasonable  to  think  that  a  fuller  knowledge  woitki 
J^ld  results  undreamed  of  by  those  who  never  went 
bekm  die  sur&ce  <rf  things  to  the  centre  and  source  of 
power. 

Since  the  time  when  he  decided  that  he  wouhi  not 
be  a  priest,  a  religious  leader  of  the  conventional  type, 
J«*nJ|"dbe<»me  possessed  with  the  thought  that  there 
wii  ttodmr  work  to  whkh  he  was  called,  a  work  more 
material  in  its  character,  bttt  none  ^  less  for  die  good 
of  the  parish,  the  bono  j  of  his  patron  saint  and  the 
gtery  of  God.  Of  that  he  had  been  thinking  for  many 
years ;  for  that  he  had  been  preparing ;  and  now  the 
dqr  wat  at  hand  ttd  the  work  sdxMst  to  begin. 

Jean  had  many  plans  for  the  iny rovement  dP  his  little 
world,  not  the  least  of  which  was  the  tiwwg  <rf  the  riw 
itself,  an  enormous  source  of  power  going  to  waste  in 
M  mad  rush  through  the  gorge  at  his  feet.  Looking 
ly  stream  he  cookt  see,  not  a  hundred  yards  distant, 
the  deep,  still  pool  where  the  cataoact  began;  and 
beyond,  on  both  sides  of  the  river,  a  broad  ei^nse  of 
k)w-lying  ground,  stretching  to  the  first  rue  of  htUs 
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and  fonmng  a  perfect  site  for  a  dam  and  an  ''niff«fnfff 
lake  nAikk  Aouid  afibrd  water-power  equal  to  the 
strength  of  tea  dioitaattd  hofin. 

With  such  energy  at  his  command,  what  could  he  not 
do  Carry  on  lumbering  on  a  large  scale,  work  the 
great  deposits  of  iron  sand  along  the  river,  manufacture 
pottery  ettt  of  tiie  baidBi  of  fine  dbiy,  nta  a  tnmmef  to 
Quebec,  light  and  heat  all  the  houses  in  the  puiA 
with  electricity,  supply  the  people  with  motive  power 
for  machinery  of  every  kind— all  this  and  more  was 
possible.  As  he  thought  of  the  wonderful  possibilities 
it  secawd  m  |esm  Bi^itste  tiiai  he  wn  a  prophet,  the 
fore-runner  of  a  a^ty  revolution  in  this  remote 
valley,  where  for  a  hundred  years  the  habitants  had 
desired  nothing  else  than  to  walk  in  peace  and  secucisy 
IB  Ae  ways  of  their  £athas. 

But  it  was  not  pomSbk  to  leave  them  in  peace.  Ho, 
the  new  age  was  come.  Quebec  and  Mogn^ai,  Lorette 
and  Chaudiire  were  advancing  by  leaps  and  bounds, 
and  the  habitants  of  St.  Pladde  must  arise  and  join  the 
procession.  Consider  that  fine  river,  the  St.  Ange, 
asBig  in  a  hundred  lakes  on  ilie  h^0»  of  kad  mi 
descending  in  a  thousand  cataracts  t§  tis  final  plunge 
into  the  St.  Lawrence.  Why  had  the  good  God  given 
this  gift  if  not  for  use,  that  the  people  m^t  be  more 
wdamdom,  mote  ptospetooM  and  mote  happy  in  their 
fitde  ooc&er  <d  the  gttat  ami  beautiful  worid  < 

True,  it  would  be  necessary  to  have  capital  for  the 
beginning  of  any  of  these  enterprises,  and  that  was  the 
chief  hindrance  in  the  way  of  die  realization  of  Jean's 
^RMiBB.  He  had  no  property  d  ha  oim ;  tad  las 
we^kei^*  htm,  with  houses,  bams,  cattle,  hois^  and 
^  wm  woek       a  lew  thammi  doUafs.  That 
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were  two  or  three  rich  hAkm»  m  die  pariih*  Ok 
M.  Tach<  and  M.  Laroche,  but  would  they  be  mUtiig 
to  risk  their  hard-earned  wealth  in  the  launching  of 
schemttdiat  must  seem  to  them  visionary  and  im- 
pnt^a^t  Thm  mi  great  wealth  amcnig  the 
merchants  and  bankers  of  Quebec,  but  how  the  owners 
of  it  could  be  induced  to  embark  in  the  enterprise  wm 

a  problem  that  Jean,  with  aU  hit  Jcamtag,  had  HOC  teca 
able  to  solve. 

He  had  sot  yet  wodRd  out  the  financial  details,  but 
if  only  he  couht  make  a  beginning,  cwydung  du  would 
come  in  the  course  of  time.  "  It  is  the  first  step  Aat 
costs,"  says  the  proverb,  and  Jean  was  determined  to 
ttke  that  step  at  any  cost.  After  that  he  would  take 
^  second,  ^mcdrndta^  other  steps,  until  he 
amved  at  the  summit  of  his  ambition. 

The  summit— what  was  that  C  When  one  arrived 
at  the  summit  of  yonder  mountain  that  seemed  to  touch 
the  cfcjuds,  there  was  a  higher  peak  beyond ;  and  when 

one  came  to  that  dewiioB  Aeie  WW  a  peak  still  higher, 
until  in  the  end  one  stood  upon  the  height  of  land  tiutt 
divides  the  waters  flowing  South  into  the  St.  Lawrence 
from  those  that  go  North  and  East  into  the  abyss  of  the 
Saguenay.  Then  one  could  rest,  perhaps,  unless  one 
wnhed  to  explore  and  chmb  other  peab,  beyond  the 
Saguenay  and  Lake  St.  John,  or  in  distant  ift^f,  Bitt 
it  was  not  necessary  to  go  so  far,  for  there  was  great 
satisfaction  to  be  had  in  climbing  for  the  mere  love  of 
die  spwt,  even  tf  one  did  not  reach  the  top  of  everything. 

At  least,  Jean  would  be  «  gum  warn  m  the  paroh, 
greater  than  M.  Tach^,  as  great,  ahnost,  as  the  caxi 
himself,  and  that  was  something.  M.  Paradis  wouU 
always  be  the  ^iritual  power,  but  Jean  would  be  tlie 
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yyoMt  Vomt,  Wat  the  Pope  and  the  Emperor  of 
mw  tifliti»  and  ^  woitld  ipofk  togeto 
haniKmyforthegoodoftheparidi.  Jctthadaodote 
to  be  Pope,  but  Emperor  he  would  be-xteptm 
Pliddt,  the  Emperor  Jean  Baptiste. 

Jean  laughed  at  the  abturdity  of  his  day-dream—but 
wasitsoahMfdiitoral^  Ute  ii  norld  but  a 
collection  of  empires ;  and  what  ti  as  tmpin  but  $ 
number  of  parishes  f  Why  could  not  the  great  man  of 
a^sh  be  as  happy  as  an  emperor,  as  the  lord  of  a 
wmmf  If  he  had  congenial  work,  free  scope  for  his 
activ&ies,  wcahfa  suffidem  §ot  the  wimle  wants,  a  good 
name  in  the  parish,  and  a  few  Mng  friend»-whtt 
more  could  he  dean»r  WmmmeomUukoi^ 
good  God  ^ 

Yet  tee  was  one  thing  that  he  had  igfgftrtm. 
aMKNigh  he  had  beat  tehii«ef ^dlteteTlite 
one  was  building  castles  in  S^atn  how  could  one  forget 
the  chatelaine  <  Whatwastheuseof  a  castle,  of  riches, 
of  a  great  name,  with  nobody  to  share  one's  happiness  < 
U  would  be  too  lonely,  too  discouraging.  Yes,  there 

aM  be  a  chAtelaine,  a  loii^  hi^  w^  iM-bhie 
eyes  and  golden  hair— no,  not  just  foldeB,  but  of  a 
niddy  tinge  like  a  sunrise  cloud,  bronze-coloured  with 
agUntofgokl.  It  woukl  be  bound  with  a  fillet  of  blue 
•  ^WB^IA  in  wavy  mdescent  masses  down  her  back. 
She  would  be  clad  in  a  kmg  gamctt  ti  purple  v^tm 

with  a  border  of  goidea  biaid  and  a  f^mtn  $Btiik  spoilt 
hw  waist. 

"But  yes,"  said  Jean  to  himself,  « there  must  be  a 

ch^elam^  but  what  is  her  name  f  Afffi  Dicii,  what  is 
her  name  C  ** 
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like  to  know/'  said  a  laughing  voice  behind  the  trees. 
"  Will  you  not  tell  me  her  name,  where  you  have  met 
her,  what  she  is  like,  and  all  that^  I  am  dying  to 

&artled  and  speechless,  Jean  turned  suddenly,  and 
from  behind  the  trees  came  tripping  an  apparition  the 
like  of  ¥^ch  had  surely  never  before  been  seen  on  thr 
banks  of  the  St.  Ange.  It  was  tall  for  a  girl,  a  lithe, 
paetfyl  figiifc  dad  81  fidttBg  ooitimie,  with  small  rubber 
boots,  a  short  skirt  of  brown  cotton,  a  waist  and  jacket 
of  the  same  material,  and  a  jaunty  cap  set  above  a  mass 
of  reddiidi'^olden  hair,  lliere  were  dark-blue  eyes, 
almost  ^ick,  dancing  with  merriment,  a  kmghing 
mofxA  wtt  with  pearty  tteik,  a  dimpled  chin  md  a 
dainty  nose,  the  least  bit  retrouss^.  The  vision  carried 
a  light  rod  in  her  hand  and  a  pannier  slung  across  her 
shoulder.  She  advanced  rapidly,  as  thot^  eiqpecting 
a  joyous  greeting,  but  suddeafy  stopped,  poiMd  m 
though  for  flig^,  aad  said,  with  as  ii^tfcd  air : 

"  So,  Jean,  you  have  forgotten  me.  You  don't 
know  yotuT  old  friends  any  more.  Well,  I  will  leave 
you;  I  will  go  down  to  the  river  and  catch  another 
fish.  Good-bye,  Monsieur  the  Hermit,  I  kaive  you 
to  your  mieikitkmA,** 

"  Don't  go,  Gabrielle  i "  exclaimed  Jean,  quite 
alarmed.  "  I  know  you  very  well,  although  I  have 
seen  you  only  once  or  twice  in  seven  years.  HnX  how 
ypQ  teve  cluuifed  t  Yott  9stt  latidi  betfesy  looking  than 

f  ■■■■  irliT  *' 

"Oh,  thank  you.  Monsieur  Giroux.  From  you 
that  is  a  compliment  indeed.  What  an  ugly  little  beast 
I  must  have  been  I  ** 

**  No.  QAfieBe*  win  itt  sMU  On  ^  ceamqr,  100 
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were  always  charming, 
a  beauty  altogethi 


but 


j^m  mm  iiw  iiaiHBH^  CI 


Stop,  stop,  Jean.  That  is  enough.  I  am  not  used 
to  tych  talk.  At  die  convent  it  is  not  permitted,  and 
1^  one  sees  tiie  young  men  ol  Qtid»ec,  iHiich  is  not 
often,  they  do  not  dare.  What  would  the  IMnt 
Superior  say,  or  Sister  Ste.  Marthe  <  No,  you  must 
"oj-Youare  impertinent,  yes,  impertinent,  I  say." 

Iw,  GibrieOe,  not  that ;  only  an  old  friend.  But 
tell  me,  how  many  fish  have  yoit  cai^^  <  ** 
"  Three,  Jean,  three  beauties.  Look !  *' 
As  Jean  bent  down  to  look  into  the  open  basket,  it 
was  not  of  the  trout  that  he  was  thinking,  but  of  the 
tawdy  fisherwooan  by  his  side,  whose  golden  head 
was  so  dose  to  his  own,  and  wte  toi^  dicek  lie 
would  so  much  like  to  kiss.  Yes,  he  would  like  to  take 
her  in  his  arms  and  bestow  a  kiss  upon  those  laughing 
lips  and  those  dancing  eyes.  Truly— and  the  thought 
CMBe  to  lam  ^  t  fladi  of  lightning— this  was  the 
chAtelaiiie  ol  hti  cattle  m  Spam,  tlie  g^dca  lady  of  hit 
dreams. 

"Well,"  said  GabricUe,  with  a  provoking  smile 
ttat  made  an  aUuring  dimple  in  her  cheek,  **  have  you 
Wit  your  toni^,  mkk  another  medfoation  that  you 
have  begun.  Monsieur  the  Hermit  <  But  tell  me  what 
you  think  of  my  fish?'  I  caught  them  myself— wiO 
you  believe  it  «*— «nd  with  this  fly.  See  I  Q«ffn  ol 

"  Queen  of  the  Waters,"  repeated  Jean.  "  What  a 
lovely  creature  I  A  sort  of  water  nymph,  w^  y*Wfn 
hair,  blue  eyes  like  the  sky,  a  brown  dress  and  rubber 
boots.  Mm  Dim!  What  boots  for  a  water  nymph  1 " 

Ck^ndk^  the  basket  with  a  sm^. 
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"  Stupid  1"  she  said.  ''I  nittMttiiktoymi.  Ifeu 
have  lost  your  head." 

**  Yes,  GabrieUe,  that  is  iu  Lost,  absolutely,  and  my 
iican  as  wnu 

"Your  heart,  Jean,  that  is  interesting.  I  did  not 
know  diat  you  had  a  heart.  And  you  have  lost  itf* 
What  a  pity  I  Who  has  found  it,  I  wonder  f  Who  has 
ki  What  is  her  name<  Mon  Dim,  what  is  her 

"Gabrielk!** 

"  WeU,  go  on,  confess.  It  wUl  do  yott  good.  You 

need  it.*' 

**  True,"  said  Jean,  nvf  sstioMfy.  **  tliat  is  just 
whitt  I  have  done,  and  to  you.  UttwmmkmQMiA* 
Do  you,  can  you  understand  t 

C^brielle  grew  pale. 
That  will  do,  Jean.  That  goes  too  far.  I  will  not 
sBow  jests  cf  that  sore  Good4»ye.  I  must  go  hooie 
now  to  cock  these  trout  lor  dinner." 

'*  But  it  is  no  jest— far  from  it.  I  love  you,  GabrieUe, 


"  No,  Mbosttttr  Giroux,  I  oould  not*  And  I  beg 
of  yott  never  to  speak  to  me  Ukit  that  again." 

**  But  why,  Gabrielle,  what  reason  C  " 

"  Do  you  wish  to  know.  Monsieur  Giroux  i  Do  you 
really  wish  to  know  <  ** 

xcs^  vmitinij,  jiHKiemoisBHK  •sens. 

"  Thai  yott  shall  have  it*  Do  yoa  know  what  the 
neighbours  say,  what  my  father  says,  what  I  say^ 
It  is  that  you  are  a  good-for-nothing,  Jean  Bapdste 
Giroux.  Do  you  understand  C  A  gooU-for-notmng  1 
There,  I  have  SMd  it,  and  it  is  true." 
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All  r  "  CTclaimed  Oabrielk,  titniiif  oa  Ub  in  a 
bbse  of  anger.  ** Mi  MmiHmi  kams^  l 

Ifeit  rfM  Wttt  mny  up  the  path,  caRying  her 

head  v«y  Ugh,  nem  oim  kMUi«  iM#  to  M  tlM  ate 

of  this  laat  crushing  blow. 

But,  itrange  to  say,  Jean  did  not  seem  to  be  crushed. 

"  Well,  that  waa  brave  of  me,"  he  said  to  himself. 
**ldfalaocthtidilootthldoit.  I  am  rejected,  of  course, 
and  m  despair.  *  Good  fef  Bothifjg  t*  Hat  ts  M, 
but  it  is  a  defect  that  may  be  correcm^  W  ^  were 
all  I  Ah,  if  that  were  all  I  But  what  a  vmon  of  loveli- 
mmi  What  spirit  1  What  counsel  Gabriellel 
tat  itaB  A^pl  l  Haw  ai  hM  I  kBOW  her  name. 
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iyHi  what  had  hif^pened  ]t  ii  couid  wk- 
ItaMtev  Ttfhl  §ti  f»i^  m  hm  ^i„i  ^iHB^iiK.  .ik 
dttrdbre  applied  to  lioametir  Latodh^  dbe  only  odi^ 
fkh  man  in  the  parish,  and  was  rece  ved  with  v  ^te 

"  So,"  said  Bcaihomme  Larofht .  "  ou  w  <^'  to  a^id 
tinm  acroii  the  St,  Ange,  t  o  inanuate  the  bfe  ^on 
ftnti  flMNfetf*!  fmHf  to  iiki^  a  pscii^'  §n  '^n^ltk  A 
ipat  work,  tfl%  I  And  f  ^  t  a  ^  a  snuA 
sum  of  money  —  ten  thousand  Mhets,  i  .  Why 
nc^  aaic  6u  a  hyedr^  thousatid^  Th^  would  be 
noAuxng  at  ^  for  nw  ■  sKfe  ^m^mSk,  We  are  rich, 
we  habttai^  of  St.  Ihriii,  imb  el  fiiwqt, 
millionaires,  and  we  Ime  to  encot  taip  '^•^^waed 
enthtniasts  by  saiall  k^ms.  And  <  s^  tmtyf 

A  dam  ol  k}fi  th  c  fint  ^ng  fi  til  take  aivay. 
Yoit  »c  -  »  4»n  Im^.  Md !  &  i  ¥«§,  a  ^un 
fo<^  My  ,itde       pa  see« 

"  But,  T  m,  ci  Ji  g  io  r-  *  be  angry  at  my  litde 
pleasantn  T  h.  nf-  ea;  jf  advice  which  I  will 
give  you  ii.r  nothi,  %  ^  it  be  worth  much 
i»  yoB  if  yev&m  #e  m  io  ^  liMii  1 
have  a  pnt  farm ;  msA  a^aef,  mother  has  it, 
which  is  tl  same  thing,  smce  all  your  brothers  and 
sisters,  the  ^ole  tribe,  have  gone  away.  Go  home, 
|m,  to  Jm  sMm  i  raise  hay,  potatoes,  cattle,  p^ 
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fathers  fur  many  fentmtiona.  It  was  fMiA  enough 
for  them ;  it  will  be  good  enough  for  yoit.  You  will 
wish  to  make  iome  impfovements,  so  doubt— t  new 
hmn,ttMt,*hiomt,peaMf.  Goodt  I  m^  be 
able  to  lend  yott  a  imall  sum»  a  liouaand  dellafs,  p^Mpt, 
01  :ven  two  thousand;  if  necenary.  Thera^ofimerestf' 
What  is  that  between  fricndsr  Wt  witt  atm^  att 
that. 

**f^,  ftmr  Mi  few  *t  ilt  MHi  — fMiff  a 
OMtilM^  air,  **  to  t»  a^ppi  iMbitaitt  one  niMl  htm 
a  good  wife.  Do  not  feiish  my  lad,  it  k  only  a  nuNltr 
of  business.  Without  thm  no  habitam  can  succeed. 
One's  marriage  shei^  he^  one  alo^,  should  it  not  ^ 
Aamedly.  Iliat  goti  wiiMC  ai^.  wm,1benm 
my  lau^ter  Blanciiettt,  fer  oipi^e.  I  do  not  aif 
Aat  sht  is  very  young,  nor  more  beautiful  than  others, 
bot  W  capable,  how  accomplished  I  And  she  will 
ha»  ^4»mtf,  «i  csmm,  WKtliiug  generous,  you  may 
«  An  mfOm^tmkm  an  wi^  pwtiiisli  fer, 
and  lot  yet  a  pai^er,  no  indeed.  TlheK.  I  have 
said  :bn8ider  tt  well,  at  your  leisure.  There  is 
no  ha&ic  to  deckle.  I  will  see  your  mother  and  all  can 
be  arranged  withavt  embarrassment.  An  nvoir,  Jean. 
CSome  to  see  us  when  yee  caB." 

Jean  did  not  like  ^e  advice  of  Bonhomme  Larodie, 
but  part  of  it,  at  least,  he  was  obliged  to  take,  for  there 
was  no  alternative,  and  at  sunrise  on  the  foUowing  day 
feiiH»  in  ^  fiiiii  widi  ^  loicd  man,  deoerously 
iwiililiiig  a  kmg  scydK  and  layu%'  k»v  giejtt  s^^^^^  of 
timodiy  and  red  clover.  He  vns  m  pofe 
omdidon,  with  every  nerve  and  muscle  ' 
omgy,  so  that  the  wodc  did  not  tke  I 
aoiid  to  filM  ^  jnn  up  mm&mm^ 


die  KMil  of  Jean  Bapcitte  wmhMoi  wrath,  and  as  he 
gripped  the  handkt  ti  ^  wcf&m  md  wmmg  Itaai 
blade  through  the  grass  with  a  venomouihiis,  he  seemed 
to  be  cutting  down  an  army  of  tntmitt  aad  meicflci^ 
trampling  them  underfoot. 

The  ncql^ottfi,  these  %aonnt,  spiteful  people 
with  their  vicious  gossip  how  he  deqp^ed  diem  Si  1 
They  hated  to  see  a  person  rise  above  them  in  die 
slightest  degree,  and  were  always  reaching  out  envious 
hands  to  pull  him  down,  l^ey  wanted  to  make*  a 
habftaiitof  hifflf  W;^  a  hitfitefit  he  fpoidd  be,  aad 
beat  them  at  dieir  own  game.  Of  what  good  wat 
his  educaticm  if  he  could  not  use  it  in  die  growing  of 
potatoes  and  the  raisii^  of  pigsf*  Yes,  pigs.  The 
ne^bours  were  well  satisfied  with  a  yeaihng  hog  that 
wfighul  a  toadted  and  fifty  potmds,  idieii  it  might  as 
wen  be  two  hundred  pounds  or  three  Imndred  even. 
It  was  a  question  of  breed  and  care,  as  it  was  with  catde, 
hotses,  sheep,  fowl,  and  every  other  animal  on  the  farm. 
As  to  chickens,  for  example,  they  laid  eggs  in  plenty 
aU  sumncr,  at  fiftecs  esais  a  dem,  bite  laid  mam  m 
all  in  winter  when  the  price  rose  to  aisty  ceati  aad  flHfc* 
Why  such  stupidity?  A  question  of  management, 
meidy,  of  knowledge  and  attention  to  business.  In 
htt,  die  nofe  |eaa  thought  of  habitant  life  the  greater 
seemed  die  possftOitiei  of  improwasat  la  every 
direction.  Besides,  it  was  a  life  not  to  be  dfspisfd,  that 
of  a  successful  cuhiv^of,  the  hiypfeit,  awit  tadspsndsm 
man  on  earth. 

Certaialy  the  advke  of  Boahomme  Laroche  wm  not 
to  be  despised.  Bat  bonow  money  from  the  old  aascr 
he  would  not,  nor  marry  his  dait^itfr  l^adietie 
she  wm  m  bmttiM  m  m  m§A  bmt  ilmmm  W$: 


dowry  <  Did  the  okl  miser  think  that  he  oould  buy  the 
heM,  liK  eoolt  of  tnen  /  Wlw  wDahl  butcr  love  for 
fold  <  Who  would  give  wydi  ww  bqfond  aB 
price  for  all  the  land,  the  bams,  the  cattle  of  the  parndi 
—of  the  world  C  Yet  there  were  those  who  would  i^adly 
make  such  an  ezchroge*  the  poor,  deluded  fools. 

As  to  Gabfidle,  that  was  dtffBtent.  There  was  a 
gvl  d  a  beauty  awst  rare,  with  her  tall,  lidie 
her  springing  step,  her  dainty  little  head  with  its  wealth 
of  golden  hair,  those  laughing  eyes  like  the  depths  of  the 
sky,  that  tantalizing,  alluring  smile.  It  was  as  though 
SB  Mt/fA  had  descended  to  ear^  to  abofw  to  "y**^ 
man  the  perfection  of  beauty  of  the  heavenly  world. 
But  what  pride,  what  sa»n,  whzt  contempt  1  And 
how  unfair,  how  cruel !  Not  a  thought  of  justice,  not 
a  word  of  excuse,  no  chance  to  explain.  Mademoiselle 
TacM  WM  too  ftf  above  ^sas  lii^iHife  C&oicit*  b 
what  wiqr^  In  intellect  <  By  no  means.  In  educa- 
tk»<  Not  at  all.  In  manners  f*  Far  from  it.  In 
wealth  f*  Ah,  that  was  it,  the  pride  of  purse,  the  base 
oontenq^  for  all  merit  that  had  not  the  stan^  of  gdd. 
*'  OwMt  faf  nmhing  I  Smit  fHUt  tritrgt  I  ** 

Bitt  wa^— a  year,  two  yeara»  ^ee  at  awat— and  he 
would  show  the  little  vixen  whom  it  was  that  she  had 
attached  widi  an  inmlt  so  ccmten^tible,  so  injurious. 
Then,  when  she  would  be  only  too  glad  to  receive  the 

away  «id  devote  himself  to  another.  But  what  odMrf 
Blanchette  Laroche^  Not  for  a  thousand  dowrks. 
Who  then<  Well,  there  wouU  be  time  enough  to 
atsBBfe  litMt  little  detaiL  There  were  still  good  fish 
jBm  mMf  Tnuugn  scaree  ano  very  wary.  But  m  any 
il 


Mora^  ^beauty.  "  Gk>od-foMiothmg  1  Sacris  mOU 

Jwn  was  certainly  in  an  unhappy  state  of  mind.  Of 
aU  the  neighbours  he  could  not  think  of  one  who  was 
his  friend.  Not  Mire  Tabeau,  certainly;  that  old 
the  Uearcd  eyes  and  the  yellow  teeth.  She 
liked  to  taOE  with  him  now  and  ttei,  but  oaly  to  spit 
out  venom.  Not  Michel  Gamache,  who  was  not  to  be 
trusted,  a  sorcerer,  and  no  friend  of  man.  Not  Father 
Paia^  even ;  that  good  old  priest  who  had  been  for 
to  flmiy  yeafs  ha%  teacher,  his  Mentor.  Not  even  he, 
for  he  <l&appointed  in  Jean  becMtae  he  had  aot 
taken  up  some  useful  work.  Even  his  mother  had  lost 
faith  in  him.  Had  he  not  seen  her  looking  at  him  with 
wistful,  sorrowful  eyes,  because  he  was  not  fulfilling 
lie  fMmatte  of  hu  early  yews  C  S3ie  abo  was  ag«tt«» 
him,  and  he  would  have  to  fight  the  battle  alone.  Qin 
it  up  <  No,  with  the  help  of  Ckxl  and  Saint  Jean  he 
would  do  battle  to  the  very  end,  and  would  fhsm  »>«ffn 
aU  what  it  was  to  fight  and  to  win. 

tliit  JciB,  M  bi  teM  idd,  (Oder  ^  liot  sitt, 
poured  forth  all  the  bttteracss  ol  ha  soul,  until  the 
bitterness  was  gone,  the  wrath  evaporated,  and  the 
strong  man  heguk  to  rejoice  once  more  in  the  work  of 
his  httds.  At  high  noon  he  sat  down  in  the  shade  of  a 
moss-covered  fedt»  bendc  a  bubblkg  qpriag,  and  ate 
the  dinner  that  his  mother  had  pronded  mAk  ^atei 
of  heart.  Never  had  bread  and  butter  tasted  so  sweet, 
with  firesh  eggs,  tasty  sausage.  .  !  the  jam  of  wild 
rtiawbcffici  ^  tlie  food  akk.  jd  made  with  her 
own  hands.  It  was  an  exceUem  mei^  noui^im  to 
body  and  soul ;  and  when,  after  an  hour's  rest  in  the 
cod  shade,  Jcui  icsiisMd  hit  iMMi^  mMMd  mA 
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strcf^ithened,  the  troubles  that  had  come  into  his  life 
took  their  proper  place  in  the  order  and  sdieme  of 
i1wtt|P>  sot  fli  iiif  Hfjhte  c^^i  hmt  tf  obiticlei  to  be 
overcoflK  by  uawwiyiiif  itftrftmiMfton  and  pewfanw 
effort* 

So  Jean  wrought  hard  all  through  the  long  day,  doing 
die  work  of  two  men ;  and  when,  after  sunet,  he  hung 
hit  tqrtiie  ffi  tbe  cfook  of  a  tfee  and  begaa  to  diinb  dtt 
Icng  hill  toward  home,  he  had  put  his  troubles  behmd 
his  back,  and  set  his  face  toward  the  future  with  stroc^ 
courage  and  a  spirit  of  charity  toward  all  mankind. 

The  of  a  habitant,  he  thought,  was  not  all  hard- 
ship. There  waa  wock,  to  be  tmt,  plenty  of  it ;  but 
yiiM  was  that  to  a  strong  manC  There  was  little 
money  to  be  had,  but  one  had  all  the  necessaries  of  life 
and  sonK  of  the  luxuries  as  well.  At  night,  how  one 
could  sleep,  and  m  die  momiag  how  one  arose  with  a 
rested  boity  and  a  cbeeifid  beait  f 

The  neighbours  $*  They  were  true  friends,  after  all, 
kind-  hearted,  well-meanii^,  with  all  their  little  gossip, 
and  their  advice  was  good,  excellent.  One  must  have 
a  foodog  in  die  world,  else  how  ooold  one  accon^Udi 
aiqrditag^  One  must  take  die  &it  sl^  before  one 
takes  the  second.  One  must  humble  oneself  in  the  day 
of  small  things,  and  bide  one's  time,  if  one  was  to  be 
ready  ^lAun  die  great  opportunity  came  idiich  <mly  a 

WBtm  w  1  M|WIHIIBC  OOBHI  WtKm  wQ  OBmlllf*  SKpOHHr 

or  kttr  be  wouki  win,  lor  the  dtee  weie  loaded  ia  bis 
ffVMT ;  but  win  or  lose  it  was  a  great  thing  to  live  and 
to  bear  a  part  in  the  interesting  and  wonderful  wnrld, 
where  every  morning  was  a  new  day  axKi  every  evenng 
a  Bcw  sur^Rse* 
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CHAPTBR  VU 

nr  m^m*n  mail 

"  Ah,  there  you  arc  at  last/'  said  Madame  Giroux,  wiio 
Hghting  the  lamp  for  the  evening  meal  as  Jean 
Olefed.  **  1^  hme  ivochcd  hard  to-day,  my  son.  At 
dm  rate  the  hiy  wffl  soon  be  cut,  will  it  not  f  Bittiit 
down  and  take  your  soup,  while  I  tell  you  something. 

"  You  knew,  of  course,  that  Tom  Sullivan  was 
likely  to  lose  the  mail  contract.  Well,  he  has  lost 
h,  »  m&  km  k  ftry  toon,  as  you  will  see  from 
Ait  paptt  yAudck  Monanr  Luodie  hat  givai  at. 
It  is  whisky  again,  it  seems.  As  Monsieur  Larodw 
saya,  the  g^xxl  Canadians  can  drink  in  moderation, 
bitt  die  Irish  do  not  know  when  to  stop.  Fot  tent,  I 
wtiiid  ham  tea  i£  tlop  bcfDit  dwy  What  a 

waste  of  good  money  I  And  to  lett  ^  imfl  mmft»fff\  - 

" '  Mail  CoimuicT. 

" '  Sealed  applications  adcbtttcd  to  the  Minister  of 
Posts  will  be  received  at  Ottawa  up  to  noon  of  Wednes- 
jfy>^thc  tot  of  July,  1899,  for  carrying  Her  Majesty's 
WtBt  midar  die  cooditioiis  of  a  ccmtract  covering  a  term 
of  four  years,  twice  a  wedc,  going  and  retiitBtng,bctwmi 
Quebec  and  St.  V^Kk^  totmamuBt  fmihrfiftiimli  of 
JulyfoUoiiisg/ 
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**  tlun,  Jean,  what  do  you  think  of  that  <  ** 

**  b  ii  as  oppriffHiiiity,**  mid  ^m,  **  md  I  «tt  mdK 
application  at  once ;  but  I  widi  that  it  liad  aot  tan 
nmgested  by  Bonhomme  Laroche/' 

*'  Why  not,  Jean  <*  He  is  a  rich  man,  and  has 
influence  with  dbe  Government.  He  will  help  you,  I 
am  sure,  if  yoit  atk  1^  to  do  •e." 

"  I  will  not  ask  him,  my  nuytfaer,  but  I  think  that  I 
shall  win  just  the  same.  The  Irish  have  had  the 
contract  for  some  years,  and  it  is  our  turn  now.  Tom 
fcoemd  a  hundred  dollars,  did  he  not  ^  One  dollar 
for  a  drive  of  tfnrty  auks,  regatdleai  ol  the  weadier. 
The  Government  is  not  liberal,  certaialy;  but  there 
will  be  passei^ers  to  carry  now  and  dien,  and  I  can  take 
butter  and  eggs  to  market  in  Quebec,  where  I  shall 
receive  better  prices  dian  at  Beauport.  Oh,  I  can  set 
a  cimpfeit  of  wm  htndred  dollvs  a  year,  at  the  vo^ 
least.  My  nwdier,  we  shall  soon  be  as  rich  as  Bon- 
homme Laroche,  the  old  miser.  Yes,  I  will  sqpply 
to-morrow  nK»ming.  There  will  be  odier  apfUtcants* 
no  dottbt.** 

"  Yes,  Jean.  Tom's  cousa,  Paddy  Bmif,  w3L  try 

for  it,  to  keep  it  in  the  family,  you  see.'* 

**  That  begins  to  be  interesting,"  said  Jean,  with  a 
smile.     A  little  conflict  of  races,  it  seems.  The  Irish 

WtttWHWtf -^ff^B  b(B  tip  SB  dHfflBt*" 

Ye8,Jc«i,and  lamaiEaidolToiBSid^vak  He  is 
b^  and  strong  and  has  a  terril^  ttmpet,  I  MB  tsUL 
He  might  do  you  harm,  Jean." 

**  Do  not  fear,  my  mother.  We  have  a  good  under- 
standing, Tom  and  I,  for  we  have  had  some  Httk  affiurs 
already,  you  see.  No,  there  is  no  danger  at  all.  WeS, 
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That  is  not  the  niiiiiiik  of  11^  amUtioii^  by  ioy  SMtt^ 
iMit  it  is  a  stq>.  Who  can  tell  to  what  k  may  kad  <  ** 

^  the  very  next  day  Jean  sent  his  application  to 
^tearters  in  Ottawa,  and  in  about  ten  days  received 
|pwl  Mlioe  of  Us  jq;)p(»iitiiient.  At  the  same  time 

^  ^  atwMnd 

veir  fTpimiiijis  of  rage  can  better  be  im^^mA  than 
described.  They  exhausted  the  resources  of  the 
English  language  in  cursing  Jean  Baptiste  and  all  his 
mamem,  aod  iilluiiiJ  inprecatioiii  in  the  old  Ene 
tongue  that  were  taaome  to  hear.  Hie  hyfriMftn 
were  alarmed,  and  came  to  Jean  to  ui^e  koB  te  wanmin 
the  contract  if  he  wished  to  save  his  life. 

But  Jean  was  not  to  be  deterred  from  his  purpose  by 
vxf  ^Ssatm,  mi  bdbce  dma  ob  ^  filNsenth  of  July 
he  took  the  road  for  Quebec  in  \m  wptmg  cart,  with  the 
Ught  mail-bag  under  the  seat  and  a  supply  of  butter 
and  eggs  for  the  Champlain  market.  He  was  in  h^ 
spirits,  for  ail  his  work  was  going  well,  and  he  was 
making  a  fair  start  atong  the  road  to  ntcceas.  Hk 
years  of  preparation  were  over,  and  he  wm  begim^ 
to  carry  out  his  plans,  to  realite  his  dreams.  The  time 
of  deliberation  was  at  an  end ;  the  time  for  action  had 
bqiun. 

The  morning  was  chiriE,  but  at  Jean  drove  jdoi^  the 

road  the  sky  brightened,  the  stars  went  out  o|ie  by  one, 
and  a  rosy  glow  appeared  in  the  Bast,  chasing  the 
shadows  down  the  mountain-side,  until  the  whole 
^oMt^  m  ^cd  w^  the  dear  l^t  of  day.  As  he 
fcaM^  ttfflimtt  ol  ^  iMt  wmmwmmt 
oyer  the  mountains  of  Notre  Dame.  It  touched  all  the 
circle  of  the  hills  with  a  tinge  of  gold,  gleamed  on  the 
tin  roofs  and  spires  of  Quebec,  '"""^fitirfd  the  sk^ 
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of  BcMtport»  the  ble  ol  QrfetBS  and  the  tMA  of  Levii, 
iftife  the  great  river  shone  Itht  biimiihiid  w&mt  and  the 
ships,  with  thei'  vhite  sails,  moved  up  stream  with  the 
rising  tide.  .  ^  r  leart  of  lean  Baptiste  rose  to  greet  the 
rising  stm;  h  »  ol  exulted  in  the  glorious  view;  and 
hm  itfong  voier  M»  into  aoiif  n  tm  dwc»mkd  ^ 
hsoc  iteK  diat  led  to  the  hunorie  BraiiiKwrf  Rottd. 

A  Saint-Mato  btra  port  de  ntr, 
A  Stist-Mtta^  bMM  poet  dt  aMH^ 

tfot  lUfii's  soot  Hfjvfc> 
Nous  irons  sur  Tcau 
Nous  y  psom'  praoMaar 
mtmkmmfimr^mm  rm. 

'*  Tron  gras  navtr's  soot  nav4B» 
Trots  gras  nsvir's  sont  suiv4s^ 
Ouurgis  d'avom',  chafgis  d«  bisd. 
Nous  irans  sur  I'eau 
Nous  y  ptooi'  prauHatr, 

Jean  sang  the  dear,  foolish  old  song  to  the  very  end, 
and  sang  it  again  and  again  luttfl  he  came  to  the  inaia 
foad  ttid  jotiwd  die  atreaiH  of  vdBdca  of  cvcty  disQE^^ 
tion  that  were  carrying  hay  and  grain,  butter  and  eggi, 
potatoes  and  onions,  strawberries  and  currants,  and  all 
the  produce  of  the  C6te  de  Beaupr^  to  the  markets  <d 
Qniribec*  He  wis  sot  w^  1db0wb  in  those  parts,  hwt 
ittd  a  cheerful  greeiing  fw  all  as  he  passed,  and  by  the 
tiuK  he  reached  the  bridge  over  the  St.  Charles  it  was 
known  to  half  of  the  inhabitants  of  Beauport  and  many 
pec^le  from  the  nmre  distimt  i»rishes  that  there  wm 
a  fiiw  mail  castter  fm  St.  Vktidte,  a  gsf,  din  iiiiil 
of  a  feOow,  a  reckless  driver,  but  withal  a  yooag  mm 
y^m  it  was  a  pleasure  to  m^et  along  the  way,  so 
Mnrair,  so  joyoust  a  good  fellow  in  every  sa&ic  oif  the 
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mtd*  There  were  those,  tvta*  who  knew  km  num, 

yfbo  remembered  his  father,  pronounced  htm  a  diq> 
of  the  old  block,  and  prophesied  for  him  a  brilliant 
career  if  he  did  not  break  his  neck  before  he  got  well 
Mtcd  OB  tiic  load  to  ham  and  iortuae. 

In  the  afternoon,  as  Jean  was  returning  by  tfK  IHM 
road,  he  was  not  so  cheerful,  and  he  did  not  sing,  for 
the  day  had  not  fulfilled  the  promise  of  the  morning 
hours.  Soon  after  he  crossed  the  toll  bhdge  his  horse 
cait  a  Aot,  and  ht  was  obSged  to  retmn  to  a  biack- 
smtth's  shop  in  the  dty,  where  he  spent  an  hour  of  his 
time  and  a  considerable  part  of  his  day's  wages.  Besides, 
he  had  to  pay  another  toll  at  the  bridge,  which  was 
irritating.  A  httk  later,  as  he  was  driving  along  at  a 
lapid  pace,  try^  to  aukf  op  Ibr  lost  torn,  a  irfwd 
came  off  the  cart,  and  he  narrowly  escaped  a  bad  fiB. 
There  was  another  hour's  delay,  and  further  expense. 

Jean's  reflections,  as  he  toiled  up  the  long,  sandy  hill 
toward  die  motmtains,  .were  anything  but  agreeabte. 
He  had  given  a  viiole  day's  work  for  nothing  and  Ich 
than  nesting.  He  wouhl  arrive  late  with  the  ma3» 
receive  a  reprimand  from  the  postmaster,  and  hear 
the  sneering  remarks  of  the  impatient  neighbours. 
Wofat  of  all,  he  had  been  outwitted  by  Tom  and  Paddy, 
for  there  could  be  Mttte  doubt  ttat  both  ^^^Atf^^ 
had  been  brought  about  by  some  trickery  of  thetis, 
and  it  was  impossible  to  tell  what  they  would  do  next. 
Certainly,  there  was  less  profit  in  the  contract  than 
he  had  thought,  mA  ^de  pnapcct  of  hnimivement; 
but  give  it  up  because  of  opposition  he  wotdd  mi,  not 
if  all  the  SuUivans  and  &ad^  ol  the  MA  —  iifafHTfi» 
were  to  set  upon  him. 
The  sun  was  sinking  behind  the  mountain  as  Jean 
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ttadMd  tlie  Sttamtt  ol  tiie  loog  hiU,  and  it  was  alnxw 
dark  wiwB  Im  CM  to  titt  **  Mb,'*  aboitc  a  aik  ten 

tfaefinthouse.  ThemamroadleddifccetoStPlaGida, 
about  five  miles  away,  while  the  road  to  the  left  went  up 
over  the  mouatatn  in  the  direction  of  Lake  Beauport» 
aBiiMMStPiMidebrafoiiteeifcuttousanddifltoilt, 
especially  after  dariu  Jean's  hone  was  accuiotmied  to 
the  main  road,  but  stopped  at  the  "  Forks/Vaod  tin 
quickly  turned  to  dimb  the  hill  on  the  left. 

Saerifou  d«  chnnar  said  Jean,  with  a  laugh, "  where 
•Ryoafomg^  You  i»  not  hungry,  then*  Youdoo't 
want  to  get  home  before  ^'^mffitf,  Hiefe  am,  eoitt 
about.  It  was  a  miitake.  Thti  way,  old  Mkm, 
liarch*  done  J  ** 

Hie  hone  came  i^Kmt,  though  unwillingly,  but  jtatt 
as  he  had  begun  to  tiot  along  m  rea^xaoie  to  a  slutfp  cut 
of  the  whip,  Jean  heard  a  voice  that  seemed  to  mmt 
from  some  one  standing  directly  in  frvNtt  olliai  t 
"  Take  the  other  road  ! " 
Who's  there  ^  "  said  Jean,  looking  to  see  who  oouki 
be  on  the  lonely  road  so  late  tn  ^  evcnii^  bttt  wm 
surprised  to  find  that  nobody  wis  in  s^it,  wktle  ^ 
horse  began  to  rear  and  to  biek  m  dwcr  teifor,  and 
nearly  upset  the  cart. 

•^Hiefe  flow,  toe  now,  old  fool/*  said  Jean,  in  a 
reassuring  voice.  "  You  thought  you  heard  something, 
did  you  l"  But  nothing  is  there.  Gently,  now.  &  » 
nothing.  Go  on,  then.  We  rouW  go  by  the  mountain, 
to  be  sure,  but  when  shouklv.  arrived  Nb,myfriend, 
WiffiMttdRiiKiitaalimr.  Oo  jAang,  now,  sofUy,  if 
you  like,  bitt  to  aiaof.  ttot  ii  oetog  to  Inr.  Go 
akmg." 

Jean  dcovt  oiw  in  toiM  1^  tiq^id^^ 
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confmcdy  and  wat  not  a  little  relieved  when  he  heard 
dw  fr«*!f^f  KNtnd  of  chof^jnngf  some  Hit^pfy  ahfr^. 
ItwadiDig  a  cofoer  he  taw*  aboitt  i  hufiditd  ymdi  afiM|iv 
a  man  in  the  act  of  felling  a  larg^  tree. 

"  Holloa,  there  I  he  called.  "  Don't  feU  that  tree. 
It  will  block  the  road.  Don't  fell  it,  I  say  1  Ah,  you 
idiot,  you  did  k*  fkm,  itttpid,  will  you  teO  me  how  I 
shall  get  home." 

"  You  can  walk,  damn  you  1 "  said  Tom  Sullivan, 
for  it  was  he ;  and  beside  him  stood  hti  oouain*  PmI^ 
Brady,  also  with  an  axe  in  his  hand. 

"  it  is  you,  Tom,"  said  Jean,  wkh  a  iricadly  naik. 
"Yott  are  cutting  some  §tvmBd,  I  aee.  WiU  ym 
please  take  it  out  of  the  way  as  soon  as  possible." 

"  Take  it  away  yourself,  you  damned  Frenchman," 
said  Tom,  with  a  sneer.  "  What  business  have  you 
WHiii&ig  ^(Moig  at  tftti  o*  t  A  BUt  amS  ^hfivcr 
yoit  are.  You  should  have  been  at  the  office  two  hows 
2^0.  By  the  powers,  it'll  take  you  two  hours  more  to 
get  there  on  shank's  mare.  Ha  !  Ha !  The  new  driver 
will  be  htit,  and  it's  not  long  he'll  be  carrying  i&r 
liileaQr'a  Mail.  Her  llb^etty^  be  getting  sid  of  Imb 
damn  quick,  I  be  thinking.** 

Tom,"  said  Jean,  in  a  conciliatory  but  firm  ttme, 

will  you  take  that  timber  away,  or  will  y<Mt  not  <  " 

"  I  win  ao^**  said  Tcm,  defia^. 

**  Then,  Tom,"  said  Jean,  getting  out  of  tibe  cut 
and  advancing  dehben^iy,  **  wUl  yoo  lead  wmfoagwu 
for  a  minute  <  " 

Lend  you  my  axe,  you  damacd  thief  1 "  roared 
Tom,  with  a  volky  of  curses.  **  Fll  lend  it  to  you. 
Yesi  Take  that!" 

Ai  fktt  word  Tom  atawd  a  blow  at  Jean  tkm  would 
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han  fplit  his  head  open,  but  that  he,  stepping  nimbly 
to  the  a»  swing  harmlessly  by,  and  before  Tom 
mam,  doMd  witfa  him,  wrenched  the  weapon 
from  his  hands  and  flung  him  videatiy  to^pomd* 

"  Help,  Paddy,  help  I  "  yelled  Tom.  "  KiU  Win, 
Paddy  I   For  the  love  of  God,  kill  him,  I  say !  " 

But  P^y  had  no  stomach  for  a  fight,  and  stood 
iiidt  wtk  aalBiM  wnMPemeBt  and  admirttioo  as  Jean, 
turning  his  back  on  both  his  enemies,  began  to  cut  tibe 
brandies  of  the  tree,  close  to  the  bark,  with  great 
rapidity,  until  finally  he  cut  away  the  top  and  only  die 
ban  trunk  remained  to  block  the  way. 

**  Hem,  Ptdidtf,**  waid  Jean,  iktamog  down  the  wn, 
"  if  you  wiU  help  me  wcH  Alow  this  log  out  of  the  way. 
There,  take  hold  of  that  end.  Now,  Paddy,  heave  I  ** 

Paddy  put  forth  all  his  strength,  but  could  not  lift 
^  «a#  d  the  h>g,  while  Jean  lifted  his  end  about  three 
feet,  and  then  let  it  cbop. 

"What's  the  matter,  Paddy  C  IHqr  don't  you  lift  J* - 
^  "  Cut  it  in  two  and  m  lift  my  end,"  said  ftwMy. 
**  W^,  man,  it  weighs  a  ton  at  the  very  least." 

"  A  ten,  Mdy,  is  that  aU<  We  can  hft  it,  then. 
Come— anote  tqr.** 

''Not  for  me,"  said  Mcty,  staa^ng  back.  "I 
know  what  I  can  do." 

*•  Well,"  said  Jean,  "  you  surprise  me,  Paddy  Brady. 
Xandisaqspeoacdaiyott.  But  the  k)g  must  go.  Saint 
Jean  to  my  aid.  Watch  me,  M<fy." 

With  that  Jean  bent  down,  his  arms  between  hu 
knees,  his  fingers  gripping  the  log  like  a  vice,  and  as  he 
rose  the  log  rose,  stewly,  steadily,  until  Jean  stood  erect 
mNl^  Vm  mask  m  m  ma  grip.  Taking  a 


lo(  hf  the  itKiigtli  of  hti  armi  alooc»  indi  by  iadw  Mtfl 

OB  hk  dioddcr.  IImIv  taktag  hold  lower  tfovm*  |wi 
raised  the  log  with  ease  tmtil  it  stood  upright,  idien,  wMi 
a  slight  push,  he  scat  it  cmhiag  down  the  dtff  to  tlH 
focks  below* 

«*Mf  Godi'^saklMdy,  wiAapq^  '^Wlm  • 

lift!  I  feel  as  though  all  my  bonci  wtn  Cfadted. 
Jean  Baptiste,  my  bully  boy,  it's  the  strong  man  of  the 
world  you  are.  Give  me  your  hand,  man  alive.  Vtom 
now  on  Fm  your  friend,  and  it's  sorry  I  am  for  what  has 
nappeneo*  migive  me,  ^can,  vu  lomioo*  sxaMMi 
you  no  harm.** 

**  Say  nothing,  Paddy,"  said  Jean,  with  a  smile.  I 
am  wdl  content  to  have  a  friend  like  you.  But  your 
oottwi— I  feaar  thtt  I  hcve  hurt  him.  Tom,  n?y  friend 

Tom  SulMvaa  made  no  ref^,  but  gbred  M  Ills  cttstt.;* 
Ukt  a  wounded  bear. 

**  Tom,"  persisted  Jean,  **  will  you  not  let  me  dnv 
fm  ham  i  As  to  the  contract,  you  shall  have  it.  i 

**  Give  tt      you  damned  thief  <  Yes,  n^en  I  Ul 
you.  Forgiveyott<  Yes,wheayott»einH^I" 
**  But,  Tom  ** 

**  The  Guns  Cfuflmde  on  you  f  **  SBMiid  Tmiv 
tufning  h^  fint  wm^  ibbi  biMMMMi  of  Botd* 


tnerrrmii  % 


m  cmr  mm 

It  WM  a  midsusmBer  maiiig  soon  after  J9m%  te 
eapcrience  as  mail-camer,  when  he  drove  up  to  the 
hoisac  with  a  pataeii^,  the  first  of  a  long  procession 
of  MtauBcr  touasts  tfiat  were  to  be  the  bci^nainp  ol 
piospcfjqr  to  St.  Placide. 

**Ditu  nrndl**  said  the  Qty  BXan,  as  the  spring 
cart  stopped  at  the  Giroux  door.  "  God  be  thankMl 
that  we  are  here  at  last  1  Let  us  descend.  Ah,  but  I 
have  cnapt  kk  ay  Icfk  What  a  drive  I  Four  hours 
—  >i — — t^A^  ^  ffT¥niiniii  iTirtiiiiin 
htlb.  But  in  the  end  we  irrive}  as  the  evening 
shadows  fall  we  come  to  our  destination.  Behold  a 
house  in  the  wildemess.  Regard  the  light  in  the  window. 
Wm,  i&»  door  opens  and  UadaaK  dtt  hosiesi  s^ppcan 
ODtlieth-e^Mld.  Arcwckvitedtocalw^'' 

"  Lciiainly/*  said  Jean.  "  Come  in.  Monsieur. 

Let  me  present  you  to  my  mother.  Monsieur,  who  will 

uke  care  ol  you  while  I  put  my  hofse  in  the  stable. 

1%  mete^  m  h  Uommm  twmM,  a  sratkmaa 

from  Quebec  who  wiiiMi  fo  h«pc  a  4qF%  k 
St.  Ange.*' 

**  Cmne  in.  Monsieur,"  said  Madame  Giroux,  with 
a  aaiie  ol  welcome.  "  It  is  but  a  poor  house,  but  we 
win  give  you  ol  our  beat.  See,  yoa  were  expected,  ar  J 
^  stqaper  is  on  die  ti^.  T ih-  a  plact,  litmiiM  j 
wc  wwosRO  foit  SflHaapaMir* 
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"  With  great  plomie,  Madame.  Ah,  how  good  it 
is  to  have  arrived  somewhere  I  This  is  not  the  Hotel 
St.  Louis,  to  be  sure,  nor  even  the  Chien  d'Or,  but  it 
is  a  comfortable  habitant  home,  very  proper  in  every 
wty,  at  one  ten.  IhM  tSat,wciiA  fMMtl  Henv 
coqrtliote  rag  carpets!  How  gqr  the  blue  china  on  die 
dresser — genuine  willow  pattern,  too  I  How  cheery 
that  bright  fire  !  It  was  getting  cold  outside.  Ah, 
Madame,  you  bring  me  soup — ptu:^  of  green  peas. 
This  is  S019  indeed.  What  fiavoor!  What  genial 
warmth  1  Madame*  k  ffim  to  aqr  heait*  Never  htm 
I  tasted  anything  so  appetising,  so  nourishii^,  so 
consoling.  Believe  me,  it  is  not  in  Quebec  that  one 
eats  such  soup.'* 

^w^^^r^^^^^v^^^^^v  ^  ^v^^v^v      w^^^^^^^^^HHV^r       ^IVVlWFvWHV      W^^^HWBVW^^K  Vi^HPViPVV 

the  stranger.  "  I  am  pleased  to  know  that  you  Wat 
the  soup.  Now  try  a  little  of  the  ta§umt  Hjm  piwr. 
You  will  find  it  tasty,  I  hope.'' 

''Madame,  you  will  not  need  to  ask  me  twice,  I 
matt  you.  Sttch  a  nqpmt  after  stidi  a  woop  I  I  hsve 
no  words.  I  am  silenced.  I  can  only  asL  for  taost  of 
that  ragout,  and  then  a  little  more.  Madame  Giroux, 
this  is  the  place  I  have  been  dreaming  about  all  the 
year,  all  through  the  loiq^  winter,  awl  now  hxt  two  d^fi 
I  escape  from  the  heat  and  dust  of  the  city,  and  here  I 
am— in  Paradise.  Here  I  would  suy  for  the  rest  of  asf 
life.  Ah,  how  I  love  the  peace,  die  solitude  of  thn 
place,  where  one  has  such  an  apptdtt  and  idiere  <mc 
k  regaled  with  ntdi  ddicacies  I  Some  nofc  ragout  < 
M3a^  BO,  Madame,  it  is  enough.  Never  do  I  tit  to 
point  of  surfeit.  Wild  strawberries  and  cream,  you 
say  <  Yes,  I  accept  willingly.  And  a  cup  of  hot  tea  < 
Certainly.  And  after  that  my  pipe,  with  your  per^ 


THE  CITY  MAN 


n 


mission.  Tmfy,  I  tm  coHflt.  il  »  a  feed 
ttitnotf" 

**  But  yes.  Monsieur,  it  is  the  world  of  the  good  God/* 

"Ahl  I  had  not  thought  of  tel.  On  the  oontrary, 
I  h&K  olten  tibou|^  it  Ac  sf  the  divS*  BMhIi 
there  in  the  city  it  is  surely  so,  but  iA  thf<te  mountains 
it  may  be  that  the  good  God  still  resides.  Who  can 
tell  <  At  least,  there  are  good  people  here*  That  son 
of  yours,  Madame— is  a  ham  hd,  aad  quite  in- 
telligent. He  is  no  stupid  habftant,  not  he*  Quite 
different  from  the  others — one  sees  tfni.  He  hai 
ttudied,  even,  has  he  not,  Madame  <*  ** 

"But  yes.  Monsieur,  he  has  studied,  very  much* 
We  Here  going  to  naht  a  priiat  el  hka,  but  he  nottld 
not.  It  was  a  pity,  was  it  not  f  ** 

**  A  pity  f*  Yes,  a  pity  that  you  ever  thought  of  it. 
To  make  a  priest  of  Hector !  To  put  a  soutane  on 
Achilles  1  To  make  him  sit  in  a  little  box  while  youi^ 
aouM  oome  to  coniess  tnor  ams,  CBetr  moR  gncvous 
imil  Hal  Hal  No,  that  is  not  for  htm*  Fbrothefi» 
perhaps,  but  for  him  work  and  war  and  love.  Tlutt 
is  his  vocation.  But  there  he  comes.  Look  at  him. 
Have  you  ever  seen  a  mme  perfect  model  of  a  man ; 

u'lM  i9ieaiome~aefQKasef 

**  WeU,  my  ficiend,  you  ne  comtng  to  nspper  at  ]att» 
and  you  have  an  appetite  like  a  wolf.  I  also  had  an 
ifipetite,  but  it  is  gone,  because  of  a  certain  soup  of 
green  peas  and  a  certain  ragout,  besides  other  dainties* 
But  do  not  I  hxvt  left  lomethii^  for  yoit* 
to,  my  brave  one.  Bojoy  Uie  good  things  of  1^ 
Meanwhile  I  will  show  yoa  my  tackle,  the  4>paratttt 
with  which  I  shall  catdi  your  trout*  Look,  my  t»a«e 
^^Mtant,  have  you  evor  seen  a  ccdiettion  like  this  <  ** 
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The  Qty  Man  thereupon  tumdtod  his  kit,  and  dit- 
played  before  the  astcni^hed  eyes  of  Madame  Gtroux 
and  Jean  the  nuwt  complete  assemblage  ai  &bing 
tadde  ever  seen  in  St.  Pladde.  Thene  wese  lance- 
flood  fodi  of  tUstt  Smr  wtuAt  wA  4ABitit  tqis  so 
sleadir  Aat  one  wottM  think  they  could  not  liold  m 
minnow,  and  yet  so  toug^  that,  in  the  hands  of  a 
skilful  angler,  they  might  draw  in  a  salmon,  though  not 
wttkMtt  a  kog  struggle.  There  were  reels  ol  gun- 
mtotf  sod  TfipffffT'*  silvef ,  thoi  hnes  of  the  fineift  wSBk^ 
casting-lines  of  gut  and  horse-hair,  and  a  book  of  chmce 
flies  of  every  kind,  from  the  modest  March  Brown  and 
the  plain  Grey  HacUe  to  the  handsome  Silver  Doctor 
and  ^  gaudy  Jock  Scott. 

**Mkm  Dim,  Wbmmu,**  said  Jean,  *'fm  htm  all 
that  is  necessary,  certainly.  There  is  not  a  ttoat  ta 
^  St.  Ange  that  will  be  able  to  resist  you/* 

"  That  is  what  I  think,"  said  the  Qty  Man,  with  a 
confident  mSe.  **Wt -lAiiM  eat^  A  t^-^mitm, 
you  may  be  sure.  And  here  ta  a  Ittde  Medyaad  for 
weighing  the  big  ones.  It  goes  up  to  five  pounds. 
We  shall  not  take  a  trout  bigger  than  that  in  this  stream.** 

**  I  think  not,"  said  Jean.  "  It  is  very  seldom  that 
so  iHfe  a  fiife  is  catig^.  nt  get  one  of  two  pooads 
wt  AiSi  do  well,  in  ionmt  times  there  wtm  pleaQr 
of  big  trout,  and  there  are  some  left,  but  it  is  Mt  eaiy 
to  catch  them.   It  demands  skill  and  patience." 

If  that  is  aU,**  said  the  Qty  Mm,  we  shall  get 
taem.  sou  wm  wet,  tuf  orafe  jcm.  ummt  wbh 
exan^kt  at  this  litde  bodi,  a  reoocd  of  my  adueveaeala 
for  the  past  four  years.  See  1  Stoneham,  June  17^, 
1895,  54  trout ;  June  i8th,  55 ;  June  z^,  68,  of  which 
the  smsdlest  was  8  inches  in  length  and  the  largest,  z6 
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xoth,  1896,  33  ouananiche,  running  from  x  to  5  pomA* 
Once  more,  Resttgouche,  Jtily  5th,  1897,  two  salmon 
of  If  pounds  each,  one  of  19  pounds,  and  one  of  35 
pwiMii  1  oottM  (0  out  uiat  IS  raottgn  to  snow  you 
that  I  have  catq^t  fish  in  my  day,  thoiwandt  at  ttoat, 
hundreds  of  sahnon,  besides  black  bass  innumerable, 
pike,  too,  and  maskinong^,  that  tiger  of  the  Canadian 
fivns.  Yes,  I  dmn  to  be  an  angler,  a  faithful  diocq;^ 
01  Wk  (006  air  mmtC* 

"  You  mtk,  my  rural  friend  <  Well,  to-motrow 
I  will  show  yoa.  You  will  take  your  bamboo  pole, 
your  ckMhes  Ime  and  your  fat  worms,  while  I  will  take 
one  of  nqr  1^1^  rods,  a  thin  silk  Une,  a  delicate  catt,  Md 

of  the  day  we  shall  see.  Yes,  we  shall  see,  my  Utde 
demigod,  my  Ajax  of  the  parish.  If  I  do  not  takt  two 
trout  for  every  one  of  yours,  and  the  \aggiat  fish  of  fht 
day,  I  win  give  you  my  bat  iai  «d  my  book  of  Mm, 
and  I  will  eat  my  boMs  by  wny  d  penance.  Wbtt  do 
you  say  <  Shall  we  hait^*<MHwl  fiif  ihi  nhmfiomiM^ 
of  the  St.  Ange  <  " 
**  Willingly,''  sud  Jean,  "  bitt  with  your  permission 

WUi  nOc  wK  tat  OtlllDOO  pOK  OX  WUkCB  yOtt  l^pCflK,  aof 

the  fat  worms.  I  sim  hmm  aJMnj  fiw  H|  iihiin,  ill 

I  should  like  to  enter  the  contest  on  equal  terms.  If 
you  win.  Monsieur,  which  is  more  than  likely,  I  shall 
be       to  have  you  take  as  the  qxnls  of  war  the  arms 

excuse  me,  Moiuieuc,  if  I  hant  no  app^te  for  that." 

"  Mm  Dim,  M>n»eur  Jean  de  St.  Pladde  de  St. 
Ange,  but  you  have  the  true  spirit  of  the  olden  time. 
And  he  fishes  with  a  fly;  the  little  halntant  ci  the 
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mountaitis  uses  the  weapons  of  chivalry.  Good! 
Wc  shall  have  a  tourney  for  trout,  for  gtery,  for  the  love 
of  ladies.  And  I  will  overthrow  you,  so  to  speak,  carry 
«wy  your  santd,  yam  spear,  your  coat  of  mail,  and 
pot  four  name  in  my  M  boolL  Hal  ha  I  hwm 
sport  indeed,  and  war^yes,  war  to  the  death. 

**  But  meanwhile,  my  good  Jean,  we  are  the  best  of 
ft*ends,  are  we  mtt  i  You  do  not  mind  my  innocent 
fmmttt^  1 M  Hte.  Wtmhitt  ttt  effervescence  of 
spirits  too  fang  confined  ta  aaiioir  eoumoiom  of 
dty  life,  a  little  bubbling  over  of  froth  on  the  top 
of  good  liquor.  Were  it  not  for  that  I  should  burst, 
l^iiBk,  at  the  heart.  Ah,  the  blessed  country  I  What 
fifief ,  wfaatt  fitcedom,  iHiat  rectetioa  I  But  it  occurs 
to  me  that  a  good  sleep  would  be  die  best  iMcpafHioa 
for  the  struggle  of  the  coming  day.  Is  it  not  so,  Jean  < 
Madame,  with  your  permission  I  will  take  my  candle, 
i&dame,  I  retire.  I  bid  you  good-night.  Until  four 
o'cbck,  Jean,  nqp  dear  esaBy.** 

At  four  o'clock  Jean  aroused  the  City  Man  from  a 
dreamless  sleep ;  at  half-past  four  they  had  breakfast ; 
and  an  hour  later  they  were  setting  up  their  rods  by 
die  St.  Ai^  at  a  place  where  the  river  was  broad  and 
a  strong  man  could  fiord  the  ttnmsu 

"  This  is  where  I  usually  begin,"  said  Jean,  "  for  k 
is  a  good  place  to  cross.  If  you  will  take  the  other 
side  you  will  find  good  fishing." 

"  Wh  doabt,**  aatd  the  Man,  **  the  fishing  must 
be  food  ofer  there  since  few  men  co^  crdas  ihwt 
current.  But  I  will  take  no  advantage,  my  friend. 
You  shall  cross  and  I  will  fish  on  this  side." 

**  But  no,  McMisietur,  you  do  not  know  the  stream,  as 
I  (to.        om,  if  you  pkate." 
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Not  at  all,  Jeam  I  nilt  aoc  Butwait.  Lttwtoif 
a€oin.  Heads,  you  go  acHMii  fihi  Iga.** 

*'  Tails,"  said  Jean. 
It  is  tails,  Jean,  so  you  have  your  way,  aStet  itf* 
Wca>  hat  goes,  my  brave  one.  I  niU  take  itut  odicr 
wAt  according  to  the  hazard,  and  meet  you  sowfilMi 
tbovt,  later  in  the  day.  An  rtvoir,  Jean." 

**  An  revoir,  Monsieur,  and  good  luck  to  you." 

The  Gty  Man  waded  into  the  stream,  and  when  h$ 
ftaiiwd  aiddk,  it»k&iig  k  dm  iKt  <tf  iwift  water, 
he  made  a  dexterous  cast  and  immedtaMy  hooked  a 
&ie,  half-pound  trout.  After  a  brief  struggle  he 
brought  the  fish  to  hand,  and  held  it  up  with  a  shout 
of  triun^h. 

**  That,  leant"  ht  caOed,  above  tlw  wsm  of  iia 
water.  ''FirstbloodI  Sq(in, mytoweon^pittlMia 
no  time  to  lose.  Begin,  begin." 

Thus  the  contest  begpm,  and  all  day  the  rivab  fished 
up  the  stream,  trying  tlittf  beft  to  outdo  cac&  oibar 
bodi  in  numbers  and  size.  The  ^  was  perfect,  w^ 
akemating  mm  and  shade,  and  a  light  breeze  that 
raised  a  ripple  on  the  pools,  and  in  both  poob  and 
n^ds  the  hungry  trout  rose  eagerly  to  the  fly.  Jean 
posed  qukdtfy  aloi^  cotttentii^  himself  widi  tiddng 
^  or  two  fish  in  every  good  place,  whia  dKCi^  Mm 
patiently  whipped  every  foot  of  the  stream.  In  some 
pools  he  took  four  or  five  trout,  and  there  was  not  a 
Ekdy  place  where  he  did  not  catch  at  least  one  fish. 

aOQii  |ia8  wia  tar  aneao,  out  wt  utty  Man  paia  no 
attentioii  to  kim.  BiQayuif  the  sotttude,  the  sound 
of  the  wato:,  the  voice  of  the  breeze,  the  ddidous 
mountain  air,  he  took  keen  delight  in  examining  with  a 
practised  eye  every  pool  and  ri£Be,  every  possible  lurking- 
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ibet  lor  tlK  agOe,  wary  trout.  In  tfats  tnift  mier  lie 
would  take  an  dght-inch  fish,  behind  iSbxt  toA  in  mid- 
stream he  would  hook  a  ten-inch  trout  that  would  fight 
^  a  veteran ;  in  that  deep  pool  beneath  the  shade 
ci  an  omhttging  pine  he  a^it  hope  to  takt  a  trout 
weighing  at  least  a  pound,  widia  dyaee  oleiptMiBf  i 
big  fish,  the  prize  of  the  day. 

It  was  glorious  sport,  the  best  that  the  City  Man  had 
ever  hmm,  mi  it  had  for  him  an  added  zest  in  the 
theailtt  of  the  contest  w^  hit  ntetic  advensoy,  thf 
triumph  that  would  be  his,  and  the  trophy  that  he  was 
going  to  win.  It  was  not  a  very  fine  rod,  that  of  Jean 
Baptistc,  but  it  would  be  an  interesting  memento  of  his 
Vint  to  St.  Piacide,  and  a  ftuther  proof  of  his  claim  to 
die  title  of  ciumpion  angler  of  tfae  ¥tmkm*  So  ikt 
City  Mm  went  on  fishing  all  the  day ,  never  oeee  r^n- 
ing  his  efforts,  not  even  stopping  to  eat  the  good 
luncheon  that  Madame  Giroux  had  provided.  The 
flMnffiigpiMed;  ^  afteraooo  wore  away ;  ^idiile  the 
Qty  lira's  pannier  was  gradual  fiUed,  until  there 
was  not  room  for  another  trout.  Then  he  noticed  that 
the  sun  was  sinking,  and  the  shadow  ae^ni  dons 
die  mountainside* 

JiM  mR^**  he  said  to  ImiHdf, I  had  no  idea  that 
it  was  so  late.  And  we  must  be  at  least  four  man  horn 
the  house.  How  heavy  that  pannier  !  A  good  catch, 
certainly.  But  where  is  my  poor  Jean  Bapdstei*  I 
have  not  seen  him  since  the  early  morning.  Ah,  there 

he  is  on  die  other  side,  sktii^  on  a  rodt  and  smoking 
his  pipe  as  though  at  peace  with  himself  and  aU  the  worid. 
He  has  given  up  die  contest,  diat  is  clear.  Well,  die 
poor  devil  must  have  some  consolation.  But  I  wmder 
how  long  he  has  been  there."* 


w 


**  HoUi,  Jean  1  HhIUl,  tfacie  t  Caa  one  cfo«  at  ttw 
placer* 

**  Yta,  Monsieur/'  called  Jean.  '*  This  is  the  best 
fbcd  on  the  river*  Come  over.  The  water  it  not 
ataUdeq)/' 

**  Wdi,  nqr  ham  cm,**  wtad  ikt  Cky  Mao,  m  kt 
tupped  out  oif  die  water.  Well,  my  noble  aaf^,  and 
did  yott  catdi  some  fish  <  Did  they  take  worms  to-day  <  ** 

**  Yott  fotfet*  lifonsieur*  that  we  were  to  fiib  with 
flies.*' 

"  Oii»  yca»  very  true,  ibid  yoa  have  done  It 
was  hard  work,  was  it  not  <  It  drmanda  dtffl,  as  yea 
have  discovered.  But  do  not  be  discouraged.  Cheer 
up.  You  will  learn  in  the  course  of  time.  A  yotmg 
man  of  your  intelligence  can  learn  anything.  Come 
nem,hiBmm$ay^yoatik(t<**  • 

*'  I  have  not  counted  diem,  Monsieur,"  said  Jun, 
**  but  I  see  that  you  htie  ande  a  pwd  eifecfa*  •  vny 
goodcatdi." 

''Af^catch^  Wdl,IiiHqr8ayso,''saidtheGty 
iiMi,tH^aettkd.  " ftit<l«caKih<tfmrfife.  Seel 
I  wiU  pour  them  out  on  the  pebbles.  Yes,  a  nice  pik 
of  trout.  Let  us  count  them.  One — two— three  .  .  . 
seveaty'^two — seventy-three — seventy-four — all  good 
fisii  ami  itiw  t wfrpouadeg atttoi sgvmiy"#ve.  Agood 
dj^s  work.  Yes,  Jean,  there  are  trout  in  diis  river,  but 
it  takes  skill  to  catch  them.  It  is  all  in  a  little  ttun  of 
the  wrist.  I  will  teach  you.  But  show  your  fi^  If 
you  have  thirty-eight  trout,  I  lose." 

Well,"  said  Jean*  w^  a  mik,  ^ttiag  his  paaakr 
from  tbe  cod  shade  of  the  fOdi»  I  ^idr  dMi  I  tevt  M 
kast  thirty-eight.  Let  us  see.  One  —  two  —  three 
—four  .  .  .  tfaitty-ieven     thirty-ciglit  thicty-m 
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.  .  .  seventy-four  —  ■evwtyfiye  —  mmaif^U  . . . 

etghty-dght  —  eighty-nine  —  ninety.  There,  Moo* 
•ieur,  that  is  not  bad—ninety  good  trout ;  and  this  one, 
the  brother  of  yours ;  and  this  other,  the  grandfather 
cthedL  Hiere^tfaatiialL'' 

The  Man  was  speechless.  Hefi^^isMMii. 
ment,  grew  pale  for  a  moment,  then  red  in  the  face ; 
but  presently,  as  he  gazed  on  the  wonderful  catch,  his 
equanimity  returned,  and  with  it  a  glow  of  enthusiasm 

lor  1^  »fl^  who  had  dwmi  a  pfowcM  w  unexpected, 
10  tttterly  admirable.  Tttming  to  Jeaa  with  an  av  of 
aew  and  profound  respect,  he  said  : 

**  Monsieur  Giroux,  I  salute  you  as  the  most  perfect 
aiq!ler  of  the  Province.  More  than  that,  I  say,  I, 
Gaq^  TriKH  ^  tee  is  not  yoor  eqtud  in  the 
whole  ol  Canada.  Accept,  I  beg  of  you,  this  tod  of 
mine.  It  was  a  trophy,  and  I  have  used  it  with  pride, 
but  now  it  will  be  in  more  worthy  hands.  Mfti*nf^ir 
Gifooit,  once  more  I  sahite  you." 

Two  days  htter,  as  Jean  was  drivit^  Monajeur  Trudel 
back  to  the  city,  they  talked  much  of  the  future  «>^i»ttMj 
development  of  St.  Pladde.  Monsieur  Trudel  was  a 
man  of  vision,  and  entered  with  enthusiasm  into  Jean's 
plans  ami  amtntiotts,  dedarii^  ^t  an  angler  of  such 
eminence  could  attain  the  same  ^^ttBictjoii  m  o^itfr 
fields  of  effort  and  would  succeed  m  anythii^  tiMt  ]|e 
might  tmdertake.  But  the  sportsman  was  also  an  astute 
bwyer  and  man  of  affairs,  and  wisely  counselled  Jean  to 
fltthe  haMe  dowly,  step  by  step,  overcoming  minor 
ofaatadcs  as  they  were  encountered  and  gaining  strength 
and  experience  by  which  he  should  remove  mountains 
in  the  course  of  time.  Meanwhile,  there  was  the  farm 
to  manage,  the  mail  contract  to  fUlfil,  and  if  bed  and 
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botfd  oottld  be  pfovidcd  fef  tpoctntB  Midi  w  he^  it 
would  be  easy  to  find  many  tired  mca  €rmi 
yAio  would  gladly  spend  their  holidays  in  ttsdi  a  paradise* 
So  it  was  Monsieur  Trudel  who,  for  good  or  ill,  first 
suggested  to  Jean  the  eaploitittion  of  the  summer 
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CHAPTER  DC 

**Ulimm  nittaken/'  said  Monsieur  Tmnbly,  the 

that  you  would  be  building  at  Sc.  Pladde,  a  house  ot 
twelve  rooms,  by  far  the  largest  in  the  parish.  Your 
good  friend  Monsieur  Trudel  has  told  me  all  about  it. 
A  ptM  apnttMun,  ht*  A  good  advocate,  of  course,  a 
Q.CuiUac  lor  die  bench,  and  all  that,  but  a  sportsman 
above  all,  and  an  angler,  the  most  skOlta  in  the  Pravinoe. 
He  has  discovered  St.  Pladde,  it  seems,  and  would  like 
you  to  build  a  hotel  for  himself  and  his  brother  anglers. 
Net  a  bad  idea.  But  ^  will  coat  money  to  buikl  a 
|iace  like  thtt^it  mmA  m  INt  tliniiMiiil  Maf% 
perhaps/' 

"  No,  Monsieur  Trembly,"  said  Jean,  with  assurance, 
"  not  half  of  that  sum.  The  logs  I  will  cut  myself 
dufioK  ^  wilder;  ia  the  spring  the  aeigteouti  wiB 
help  me  to  raise  tbe  frame ;  for  a  couple  ol  moncha  we 
shall  need  carpenters,  and  then,  before  the  end  of  June, 
at  the  beginning  of  the  tourist  season,  the  house  will  be 
conq^leted  at  a  cost  of  less  than  two  th'^mn^  ddlan, 
tndwdwig  futaituie.  Cemmly,  two  tk**ttrml  defian 
will  be  more  than  sufficient.'' 

"  Well,"  said  the  notary,  we  can  obtain  the  money, 
I  think.  A  certain  client  of  mine  will  let  us  have  it. 
U  not,  MoMieur  Trudel  will  advance  the  amount,  ot 
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I  ^  do  10  tnyielf,  if  necessary.  The  enterprise  it 
•on  pfOflttsing,  certainly,  and  you  have  other  plans,  I 
amioid.  You  will  bttiW  •  Ami,  a  aiai,  t  fiKtory,  in 
the  course  ci  time.  It  may  be  that  you  are  runote 
some  risk,  but  if  aU  goes  well  you  will  be  a  rich  man. 
Si  ^  *  benefactor  to  tU  whole 

pni.  tint  k  wiiat  I  call  true  success,  Monsieur 
Giroux. ' 

"And  the  security  will  be  ample.  It  is  your  mother*! 
toa  that  you  would  hypothecate,  a  good  property, 
■Wied^e  hundred  acres  of  arable  land,  a  hundred 

of  pitMi«,  two  Iwodwd  of  fciwt-«  fief  of  the  Seminary 
subject  to  die  utml  <faia^  wiiich  an  a  mett  bagmoL 
It »  a  fine  property,  not  very  saleable,  perhaps  k  tfam 
times,  but  should  fetch  five  thousand  dollars,  possibly 
itx»  at  a  forced  sale.  Yes,  certainly,  |ou  shaU  have  the 
moneys-two  tfaouM»d  ddlan  lor  dtfee  years,  interest 
at  eight  per  cent.,  payable  halHpaiffy.  IwillhmtiM 
papers  drawn  at  once.  Come  again  in  a  ter  4tm 
Monsieur  Giroux,  and  all  will  be  arranged.*' 

Jean  WM  not  altogether  happy  about  mortgaging  his 
mother  s  Inn,  bet  tiie  projecti  wiiieh  he  had  in  mind 
€OUld  be  realized  in  no  other  m^.  Sboc  the  Mt  of 
the  City  Man  there  had  been  a  constant  stream  of 
cfa^fly  fishermen ;  and  when,  at  the  dose  of 
mtmen,  he  cast  up  his  accounts,  he  discoveied  a 
profit  of  a  httadnd  dolhn  horn  m  source  alone, 
besides  the  allowance  from  the  Government  and  dK 
enhanced  revenue  from  farm  produce  sold  in  the  Quebec 
^  It  was  a  veritable  mine  of  wealth  diat  he  had 
^overed,  and  a  vista  of  unlimited  possibilities  ooened 
hcn^  him. 

At  fiat  thcfc  would  be  dK  aew  hooK  of  tiiiN«  iMMb 
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pfoviding  accx>mtnodation  for  twenty  or  thirty  guests ; 
tnit  presently  the  Iwikltiig  iroisM  be  enlarged  cottages 
for  whole  families  would  be  built;  there  would  be 
grassy  courts  for  tennis  and  croquet,  horses  for  riding 
and  driving,  canoes  for  the  hver,  guides  for  excursions 
to  diitaiie  hha  and  streams,  and  even  provision  for 
^  winter,  when  stalwart  hunters  would  come  to  cfaaae 
moose  and  caribou.  The  valley  of  the  St.  Ange,  too 
long  neglected,  with  its  beautiful  mountains,  grand 
forests,  clear  air,  and  pure  water,  its  hunting  and 
fiilitBg,  would  bm>aie  one  ox  tne  most  celebrated 
resorts  in  the  Province,  frequented  by  rich  citizens  of 
Quebec  and  Montreal,  wealthy  Enghsh  tourists,  and 
American  millionaires.  Jean  himself,  the  originator  of 
the  movement,  would  be  the  first  to  share  in  the  profits, 
but  the  tnfttx  of  towists  wmM  bring  prosperity  to  tlie 
whole  parish  and  lay  the  foundatkms  for  atill 
things  in  the  years  to  come. 

But  the  neighbours,  for  whose  benefit  the  great  work 
was  to  be  do^,  did  not  lode  tqxm  it  with  kindly  eyes. 
On  the  contrary,  they  were  filled  wtdi  envy,  ai^  limt 
gossip  about  the  doings  of  Jean  Baptiste  was  far  from 
charitable.  That  a  young  man  should  aspire  to  become 
a  priest  was  in  the  order  of  nature,  an  ambition  to  be 
fcapcetid  and  toemtaged*  As  mdi,  he  would  be  an 
honour  to  the  famiiy  and  a  credit  to  the  paridi ;  but 
that  he  should  attempt  to  set  up  a  new  industry,  to 
forsake  the  traditions  of  the  fathers,  to  walk  in  un- 
trodden paths,  was  an  innovation  unheard  of  and  most 
^uptk^ag,  a  defiance  d  sacred  castsom,  a  rebeUtoo, 
SMi^e^  igumt  rel^on  ai^  the  Holy  CbiaA* 

Moreover,  the  effects  of  such  changes  upon  the 
morals  of  the  people,  especially  the  young,  would  be 


Mdmdeed.  One  had  but  to  consider  the  ways  of  dty 

peopk  to  m  tiitt  thcf  liere  frivolous  in  their  behaviour, 
light  in  their  conversation  and  woridly  in  tiictt  (boi. 
Their  influence  was  altogether  bad,  as  could  be  leea  m 
places  like  Malbaic  and  Cacouna,  where  the  young 
tattdens,  even,  once  so  industrious  and  pious,  were 
filling  thdr  minds  with  the  fodtsh  notions  of  the  dty. 
No  longer  would  they  wear  the  modctt  of 
their  mothers  and  grandmothers,  but  were  tWtattgg 
^  dress  of  high  sodety,  made,  it  was  said,  according 
to  fashioni  devised  by  men  tailors  in  the  great  and 
wicked  city  of  Ms.  Once  ^  sttminer  toofots  estab- 
lished themselves  in  St.  Pladde,  the  sinqiHcity  and 
contentment  of  former  days  would  be  gone ;  religion 
and  virtue  would  be  no  more ;  and  the  young  people 
wonid  oner  the  mad  race  for  wealth,  fashion,  and  all 
the  follies  and  varies  of  die  wofid. 

Besides,  the  tourist  bua^em  wm  not  prafitaUe  dtet 
all.  More  revenue  was  taken  in,  to  be  sure,  but  one's 
txpeoses  increased  in  still  greater  degree,  and  in  the 
«ad  cm  meod  hot  to  fice  with  ruin  and  bankruptcy. 
Sodi  would  be  the  fate  of  Jean  Bk^dste  and  of  ^  who 
were  carried  away  by  his  plausible  schemes.  No,  he 
miMt  not  be  allowed  to  ruin  the  people,  to  corrupt  their 
monb,  to  endanger  their  immortal  soub.  Something 
should  be  done  {  some  one  dioukt  interfere,  to  put 
Jean  Baptiste  in  hit  peopcr  ^km  fit  to  4am  Urn  mm 
from  the  parish. 

The  good  neighbours  did  not  at  first  sec  the  matter 
m  diat  light,  but  when  it  was  brought  to  their  notice 
by  certain  malidoys  •poits,  they  were  not  dow  to 
recognize  the  danger  of  the  proposed  innovatk»8  and 
to  condemn  uaheaid  om  wbem  ^  m  mst  mitt^ 
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stand.  Even  the  best  friends  of  Jean  Baptisit  mm 
scmewhat  influenced  by  this  talk,  and  their  mtadi  nm 
poisoned  by  the  insidious  gossip. 

Gabrielle,  also,  within  the  sacred  precincts  of  the 
Uesuline  Convent,  iiesod  ramottrs  of  tiie  doings  of 
Jean  Baptiste.   There  was  no  other  girl  from  St* 
Pladde  at  the  convent,  but  Adilc  Coutuie  of  L'Ange 
Gardien  was  there,  who  now  and  then  received  letters 
from  her  corain  and  bosom  friend  M^lanie  Couture, 
containing  not  only  fnganum  <tf  goestp  about  Jean, 
but  whole  pages  of  news,  telling  of  all  his  doiimpi  d^iaag 
the  past  summer,  of  the  great  house  that  he  was  going 
to  build,  and  the  innovations  that  he  was  about  to 
tittfsodttoe  intd  the  once  peaceltil  and  happy  parish. 
So  buMy  was  he  with  his  work  in  the  woods,  whefe  he 
was  preparing  logs  for  his  new  house,  that  one  scarcely 
caug^it  a  glimpse  of  him  except  on  Wednesdays  and 
Saturdays,  when  he  carried  the  mail;  but  on  those 
occasKMs  he  wouki  always  taaaak  smd  bow  and  give  a 
cheerful  good-day  to  any  of  the  neighbours  n^ooi  he 
might  see  as  he  passed  along.   Certainly,  he  seemed  to 
be  in  high  spirits,  well  pleased  with  himself  and  all  the 
worid,  as  a  young  man  of  such  gifts  might  well  be, 
with  all  tlie  woM  at  1^  fe^,  not  excepting  the  girb 
of  the  parish,  not  one  of  whom  would  say  him  nay. 
But  it  was  impossible  to  discover  that  Jean  showed 
preference  for  any,  unless  it  were  Blanchette  Laroche, 
thitt  okl  creature  with  the  speckled  face,  twenty-six 
ytaft  of  a|^  at  the  very  Icatt,  but  of  iffi  amtahle  temper, 
of  great  capacity  as  a  housekeeper,  and  with  the  expec- 
tadon  of  an  ample  dowry.   Not  that  Jean  had  ever 
paid  her  any  special  attention,  beyond  what  might 
he  yi^H^itwI  of  a  good  ne^^ibour,  but  there  were  signs 
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tte  Aewtd  bow  the  wind  blew,  and  developments 
mignt  be  expected  at  any  ttme. 

All  this  and  more  Adile  read  to  her  friend  Gabrielk, 
and  together  they  talked  and  laughed  about  the  back- 
yoaag  girls  do  who  are  fancy  free  and  who 
pleamre  m  ideaJizing  a  common  man  by  maldng 
of  him  a  hero  m  disguise,  rit&ig  fotA  to  do  batde  ftr 
the  two-fold  prize  of  glory  and  his  lady's  love.  But, 
^»nge  to  say,  Gabrielle  did  not  tell  her  friend  that 
Jtm  was  other  than  a  former  schoolfeUow  and  casual 
awpiMntenccj  nor  <fid  she  give  the  watchful  Adile 
me  shghtest  cause  to  suspect  that  her  "haKtaot," 

mad-driver,"  and  "  inn-kccper  was  more  often  m 
her  thoughts  than  a  certain  brave  officer  of  artillery, 
«  a  certain  young  teller  in  die  Banque  Nationale. 

But  the  rumoufs  tfa^  came  to  jridle  were  dis- 
quieting, and  interfered  with  her  studies  m  m  mti 
literature  more  than  she  would  have  dared  to  confess, 

2!!°JL^^'   ^  ™  ^PPy  convent,  in 

oompaaioiahq)  d  her  fellow-pupils  and  under  the 
direction  of  the  sweet-&ced  sistets;  At  loved  the 
Mother  Superior  and  appked  herself  with  devotion  to 
her  relijous  duties ;  but  her  thoughts  often  wandered 
to  St,  Kaade,  where  one  who  had  loved  her  long  was 

provmg  Iqr  manly  deeds  his  rig^it  to  claim  that  she  should 
love  him  m  return. 

She  did  not  love  him,  no,  not  yet ;  but  it  was  pleasant 
to  ^mk  of  that  young  man,  her  hero  and  kn^ht,  girding 
wi  ftis  armour,  taking  a  noble  part  in  the  battle  of  life, 
omomag  ^  obataefas,  casting  down  all  enemies, 
makmg  a  place  in  die  world  and  an  honourable  aaaie^ 
and  aU  for  her.  Poor  Jean  I  He  had  been 
for  a  long  time  and  deserved  scmie  little  eaoaimi§mm, 
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some  slight  reward.  Gabrielle  blushed  as  she  thought 
of  that,  and  wished  that  she  had  not  been  so  cruel  to 
jFean  miun  Uai  they  met.  It  would  be  necessary  to 
atone,  but  m^ku  and  how  i 

Gabrielle  was  sure  of  Jean's  devotion,  and  yet  dmt 
were  times  when  she  thought  him  altogether  too  gay 
and  debonair  in  the  absence  of  his  lady-love,  too  free 
mdi  htt  fmiles,  too  ready  to  greet  the  young  women 
of  the  parish  as  he  drove  by,  too  oo^dcat  ^dtofedier, 
considering  the  slight  'encouragement  that  he  had 
received.  It  almost  seemed  as  though  he  had  never 
loved  her  with  his  whole  heart,  else  why  was  he  not  more 
cast  down  and  why  so  easily  consdcd  t  But  to  vthom 
cmikl  he  go  for  consolation  Surely  not  to  Blanchctle 
Laroche.  That  would  be  too  absurd.  Doubtless,  it 
was  in  his  work  that  Jean  found  consolation,  because 
it  brought  him  nearer  to  his  heart's  desire.  But 
&«achtttc  was  clever  aacl  o^aliie,  a  perfect  home* 
heeper,  a  charming  cotapaxdoor-ii  cat  omikl  hrget 
tor  face.  Yet  there  was  a  strange  sweetness  about 
that  face.  Yes,  it  might  be  well  to  return  to  St.  Pladde 
fer  &e  Christmas  VMation,  just  to  be  at  home  again  for 
a  Iktle  while,  to  get  a  gHa^  ci  the  old  frieiids,  and  to 
have  a  little  change  from  the  monotony  of  convent  life. 

It  was  a  glorious  winter  morning,  on  the  Sunday 
after  Gabrielle's  return ;  and  although  she  might  have 
4itma  to  ^ttrcfa  in  tne  funtfy  berhne,  she  prdbred 
to  walk,  and  started  early,  that  she  ci^ 
the  beauty  of  the  winter  landscape,  breathe  the  clear, 
cold  mountain  air,  and  feel  the  life  blood  tingling  in  all 
her  veins.  As  she  came  near  the  cottage  of  Mire 
Tabeau  she  quickened  her  paoe,  tiikk^  to  esc^ 
bitt  the  old  oone,  ifte  «  spii»,  me  m 
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wait,  and  came  forth  just  m  ^H*f{ki  1^  fim  mmted, 
ivat  passing  by. 

Watt  a  minute,  Gabrielle— Mademoiselle  Tach^/' 
she  called.  ''Can  you  not  wait,  my  dear  f  I,  too,  am 
going  to  Mass,  aldiough  you  may  think  it  strain 
Yes,  I  go  to  Mass  every  Sunday^  and  to  confession  too, 
wlwn  necessary.  There  are  often  little  sins,  you  know. 
Bet  how  fast  you  walk,  Gabrielle— Mademoiselle !  A 
l&tle  sbwer,  if  yon  please.  I  IflEe  die  company  of  Ibe 
young  and  beautiful.  They  do  not  like  my  company, 
perhaps,  those  proud  ones,  those  rich  ones  with  the 
fine  moccasins  and  the  expensive  furs,  because  they 
fefget,  the  gay  creattttes,  that  one  day  they  too  may  be 
dd  and  poor  and  lane.  Yes,  aad  1^  don't  know  that 
misfortune  may  ccmm  to  ^on  itt  ai^  w  ^tgf 
soonr-yes,  indeed.** 

Mon  Diett,  Madame  Tabeau  1 "  said  Gabrielle,  a 
Mtde  firii^tened,  I  did  sot  mtend  to  walk  so  &st. 
It  is  the  frosty  air,  Madame,  that  makes  the  feet  move* 
But  I  shall  be  glad  to  waUt  awee  akywly,  iot  the  pkttore 
of  your  company.** 

"  Tbe  i^^Bure  of  my  company  I  Ha  I  Ha !  Sacri$ 
petUe  viergfl  That  was  well  amd*  A  lie,  of  course, 
but  pleasing  to  hear,  for  all  diat.  You  have  learned 
manners,  it  would  seem,  at  the  convent.  The  Ursuline 
ladies  are  nothing  if  not  polite.  I  knew  one  of  them 
mysdf,  long  ago,  who  ootdd  stab  you  to  the  heart  and 
sweetly  all  the  tune.  And  sht  lives  at^  die 
assassin  I  Ah,  serpent  I  What  a  ploMtte  it  would  be 
to  crush  thee  in  the  dust  I  ** 

♦•But,  Madame  ^ 

"Ytt,  my  dear.  Yes,  Mademoiselle  Gabrielle.  I 
IsfgeitltttyHtwae^efe,  wof^  for  ^  ean 


of  innocenoe.  Strange  tales  for  a  Sunday  morning  on 
tiK  wqr  to  Mm.  Yes,  let  us  change  the  subject.  Let 
us  talk  of  something  inmr  tntffinrfnf  of  Jrsn  Piptiitti 
Girouz,  for  example/* 

At  this  shaft  Gabrielle  flushed  a  little,  ahnost  im- 
perceptibly, but  said,  with  an  assumption  of  indifference; 

'*  Why  of  him,  Madame  Tabea^  '  I  am  not  at  all 
interested." 

"  She  is  not  interested,  the  ^oung  lady,  not  M  afl. 
Why  then  does  she  blush,  and  why  does  her  voice 
tremble  at  the  mention  of  his  name  i*  Not  interested, 
Mademoiaeae  Xianooait^  Then  yon  do  not 
hiin,  of  course  " 

"  No,  Madame  Tabeau.  It  is  a  fine  morning,  is  tt 
not  $*  How  beautiful  the  snow  and  the  blue  shadowi  of 
tiie  tfccs  I " 

"  Yea,  yes,  ol  course.  But  w^,  I  wonder,  does  ^ 
Baptiste  spend  every  day  in  the  woods,  cutting  down 
trees,  making  logs  of  every  size,  shaping  them  for  the 
frame  of  a  great  house,  hauling  them  to  a  certain 
piaee^  Why  aU  this  preparation,  Gabrielle,  my 
dears'** 

How  should  I  know,  Madame  Tabeau  i  He  does 

not  tell  me  of  his  phuis.'* 

**  No  C  Not  even  that  he  borrowed  two  thousand 
doQars  for  the  hotel  that  he  is  to  build  as  soon  as  the 
snow  is  goneS*  He  did  not  boffow  it,  thca,  horn 
Monsieur  your  father  <  " 

"  Certainly  not,  Madame,  I  do  not  wish  to  discuss 
die  question.  What  Monsieur  Giroux  does  is  nothing 
to  ma*** 

"  Nothing  to  you  <  Of  course  not.  Then  he  did 
not  fet  the  taoQcy  from  lyloiiataiv  Tachi.  Aai  ikm 
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are  but  two  rich  men  in  the  parish.  Ah,  now  we  hm 
it*  From  Monsieur  Laroche,  of  course.  That  is 
wiutt  I  thought  at  the  first.  Now  all  is  clear,  clear  as 
dagr*  A  young  man  d  aiarfia|-table  sfs  milmi  to 
advance  himself  in  the  world ;  tie  ^finfhirf  al  a  lidi 
habitant  is  not  unwilling ;  the  good,  wise  young  man 
proposes  an  alliance ;  secures  the  mcmey  and  a  house- 
Impcrat^aaflKtimt;  kOb  two  blids  with  one  stone. 
Hal  Hal  m good^ wiaa youag abm ol«atriatiabla 
agel 

'*  He  is  a  deep  thinker,  Jean  Baptiste,  a  youi^  man  of 
prudence,  foresight,  strategy^-oll  that.  Yes,  for  such 
a  house  one  most  have  a  housekeeper,  a  CO  k  and  a  maid 
of  all  wodu  See  1  He  secures  tiwai  aO  a  one  stn^ 
A  stroke  of  genius,  that.  No  matter  that  she  is  ik> 
beauty,  that  her  face  has  been  spoiled  by  the  small-pox. 
She  is  arable,  good-tempered,  affectionate,  and  has 
an  aa^k  dowry-^  beat  IB  ^  pamfa.  Wliat  mofe 
could  one  desire  C  That  explains  those  visits  to  die 
^~  «e  of  Bonhomme  Laroche.  Yes,  it  txphaa  every- 
•v .  The  wedding  will  be  in  June,  no  doubt,  before 
■'■ii  beginning  d  the  tourist  season.  It  will  be  a  great 
affur,  with  a  feast  and  a  grand  dance.  Yoitwadaaee 
at  the  wedding.  Mademoiselle  Tadi^,  will  yoit  not  #  " 

Gabrielle's  face  was  as  white  as  the  snow. 

**  Madame  Tabeau,"  she  said,  scarcely  m^mfaiti^^g 
bar  oonpoaure,  **  I  have  to  say  to  you  that  these  are 
vile  lies  viMcti  you  are  telling  about  Jean  Batiste. 
He  may  be  fooli^,  as  they  say,  but  he  is  incapable  of 
such  baseness.  Madame,  this  conversation  is  distaste- 
ful to  me.  Pass  on,  if  you  please,  or  suy  behind.  I 
wish  to  be  atone.** 

TEhe  VHMous  old  vp^ttM,-  i^i^^cd' -bcfefe.  ^c:-4s9^ 
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oottfiit  ti  Gibfitllc,  twmd  mdt,  mutteiiiig  male- 
dictions, and  went  W  iHak  9m  ot  hu  cnoiit  m  ti» 

village,  to  learn  che  most  recent  gossip,  and  to  tell  of  tlM 
^'ficant  discoveries  she  had  made  on  the  to 


As  for  GabrieUe,  she  catcnd  the  Ghofch  alone,  and 
as  she  knelt  before  the  image  of  the  Mother  of  God 
hw  body  was  shaken  with  sobs,  and  she  could  scarcely 
J«isp«  the  prayers  that  for  two  thousand  years  have 
nrnil^  ooosdatioa  and  courage  to  so  many  souls. 

Bw  M  tie  young  girl  prayed  the  pe«»  of  God  descended 
into  her  soul;  and  when  the  congregation 
and  the  service  began,  her  voice,  calm  and  clear,  arose 
witfa  thetiB  in  humble  confession,  wistful  supplicatioii 
iad  joyom  paim. 

When  the  sacrifice  of  the  Masi  ms  over  ana  ttm 

congregation  had  dispersed,  Gabrielle  remained  kneeUng 
for  a  long  time,  striving  to  forget  the  world,  to  fix  her 
^twtwn  upon  the  Cross,  to  think  only  of  her  divine 
Redeemer.  But  this  ^^xmhl  not  do,  for  the  thought 
of  Jean  filled  her  mind  and  heart ;  and  she  &lt,  wiA 
nungled  pride  and  shame,  that  she  loved  him  more  than 
aj^t  else  in  the  world,  and  that  the  Kingdom  of 
mtemk  was  ae  aodung  to  her  conmared  with  the 
Bngdom  of  earthly  love. 

And  Jean  loved  her  in  return.  Had  he  not  told  her 
so  <  Yes,  but  she  had  sent  him  away  in  anger,  and  now 
tt  was  another  that  he  loved.  Impossible  I  No,  for 
«^  could  ten  ^bve  might  do  f  Yet  his  first  love 
she  would  always  have.  Always  I  And  ^  dao  was 
possible,  in  all  the  chance  and  caprice  of  love,  that  he 
might  come  back  to  her,  pem'tent,  asking  forgiveness. 
«  would  not  be  hard  to  forgive  Jean,  if  only  he  would 


come;  but  what  if  it  wm  too  late,  and  the  day  ollovt 
ytttt  goQC  fofcver  ^ 

Ah,  that  kvciy  ammtef  10  loof  agD^  iHwii     did  Ml 

love,  or  loved  all  the  world,  and  no  one  had  tahm  Imt 
love  away  1  The  pity,  the  cruelty  of  it  1  The  moment 
love  waa  found  enahrined  in  the  heart,  that  moment 
itwaanittcfaadaway.  The  bright  viaion  appeared,  waa 
fOM,  and  wmdd  not  return.  (Xi,  it  ooitld  aoc  be,  iM 
aoc  be,  not  even  if  it  were  the  will  of  God.  No,  she 
could  not  give  him  up,  would  not.  She  would  fight 
for  him  against  all  the  world~^o  the  death.  Ah,  Lord 
Jeeutl  It  wai  He  wbo  bad  fooe  to  death  for  the 
world,  for  her.  What  sin,  what  noctal  ain  to  love 
mortal  man  more  than  the  Redeemer  of  the  world  I 
And  the  sacrifice— was  it  not  the  law  of  lifo  and  dettb, 
of  time  and  eternity  i 

Gabcidle  was  rebellious  no  more,  but  bowed  her 
head  in  hutmtiatkwi  aad  aonoir,  nib  dniitemd  tfiA 
and  sincere  repentance  repeating  ibe  flKming  prayer : 

**  Holy  Virgin,  Mother  of  God,  my  mother  and  my 
fifiead,  I  plaoe  myself  under  your  protectitm  and 
imfSon  your  pkf.  Be,  O  Modier  of  Kindnwi,  my 
refoge  in  my  need,  my  oonaolation  in  my  troubles,  and 
my  advocate  with  your  dear  Son,  all  the  dapael  ai^  lifi, 
and  eqjedally  in  the  hour  of  death. 

''Angel  of  Heaven,  my  faithful  and  charitable 
guide,  obnk  for  me  tbe  giaee  to  be  10  deeOe  aad  tii^ 
able  that  my  footstep'^  may  never  itra^  fnm  the  way  ti 
die  commandments  of  my  God. 

**  Yes,  my  God,  I  love  you  with  all  my  heart,  wMi  all  my 
10^  wMi  an  my  spirit,  widi  aAmy  power,and  Iprontie 
to  love  my  neighbour  as  myself  four  the  love  of  you.*' 

When  G^c^  left  ^  Q^msk  md  &am  ett  ipai 
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the  pMt  hour  leeined  like  aa  evil  drSI  H^ISniM 
«  ijWte  Md  pure  as  ever,  the  iky  at  blue,  and  tha 

Ood.  She  took  ioof  breaths  of  the  dehdous,  frosty 
.  tingliBg  thmui^  k«  fdas  like  win/ 

«d  ateng  the  crisp  surface  of  road  Ae  m^^^ 

tw  Cr!lJ5^a*t*  ^  *^  What  could  it  be 

Aathadti«arfed  her  »r  Who  was  that  oW  witS 

^th  the  evil  eye  Aat  had  put  auch  Aott^  «to  her 
head**  Jean  was  hers,  without  a  do5r»  1W1 S 
one  to  diaiige  or  be  discouraged  because  of  a  girl'a 

were  other»-«  certam  young  officer  of  the  Gtniaoii, 
for  example.  Jean  was  not  indispeoaaWe.^^ 
««w»^BIanchette  might  have  him  at  any  time.  No, 

f»t  »aw*etie,  bi«  any  other  girl  in  the  parish-Suzette 
Gagnon,  for  example,  witk her  cwWrfadThair,  h««de 

Sujette  It  should  be,  for  punishment. 

WBacy  wagr,      beeame  aware  of  footsteps  behind 

STL^T  *  *  ^  *****  **»  «  walking 

by  her  side,  and  she  knew,  without  bokmg,  that  &  m 

Jean  himself,  aggressive  as  ever  and  m  ntefe  At 
mamt  of  his  own  destiny. 

/•Good  mornmg,  Gabtfelle,**  he  said,  as  if  they  had 
always  been  the  best  of  friends.  "  la  it  permitted  that 
ooe  walk  along  with  you  for  a  distance  <** 
J^r^  is  free.  Monsieur  Giroux,  and  you  have 
wertaten  me.  You  walk  too  fast." 
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"  Oh,  no,  Gabridle,  but  I  am  glad  that  you  walk  m 
■lowly.  Of  what  were  you  thinking,  I  wonder  <  ** 

OtbrkHe  bluihed  at  the  too  pointed  question,  but 
iMsgiwd  at     own  eoaMon. 

"  There  is  an  inquisitive  man,  I  must  say ;  and  • 
conceited  mac  too.  Pttfaapa  Iw  bdiwti  thtt  I  mt 
thinking  of  km/* 

**Afc|  you  only  were,  Gabriellei  For  me,  I 
certainly  was  tUakiag  of  you.  I  ww  you  k  OMicii, 
»adhmd  yoa  too.  Mm  Dim,  but  yon  liog  Ite  m 

^  "Monsieur  Giroux,"  said  Gabrielle,  reprovingly, 
you  iiMMtkl  go  to  CSmrdi  to  pray,  to  worship,  and  not 

to  look  at  the  neighbours/' 
"The  neighbours,  Gabrielle  —  were  they  there f 

I  saw  but  one.  And  I  worship,  I  pray— this  is  what  I 

°*  ^  beautiful  angel  whom  I 

adore  r** 

"  Jean  I  said  GabrieUe,  with  a  radiant  sir  "  you 
must  not  talk  like  that-it  is  wicked.  Buttel  le  what 
uitAat  you  do  in  the  woods  every  day.  Wliy  all  this 
nidtiftfy,  I  wonder  ^  Why  is  the  mij^hty  hunter  not 
on  the  hills  chasing  tke  aoom'  cht  catiboa,  the  bear  f 

**  Gabrielle,  the  bear  sleeps  all  winter,  and  I  have 
been  asleep  for  many  years.  Now,  I  am  awaking,  and 
I  begin  to  see  the  opportunities  of  life.  I  see  and  seize 
Aem  M  ttey  oome  afeng.  First  I  become  habitant, 
then  mail  driver,  then  I  buiki  a  bouse  for  tourialy,  and 
after  that— well,  after  that  we  shall  see.  Gabrielfe, 
it  is  not  true  that  X  am  a  good-&f^ttotfatng.  Saw  that 
it  is  true.** 

"  Jean,  my  finend,  forgive  me.  I  did  aot  mean  it, 
asyott  kimr.  '^^^  *hB^tB^  }mo,wm»ikm^ 


yoo  saved  me  from  the  river.  You  remember, 
doyw  iwef  BbhwBi  on  ^  other  side  of  the  road. 
If  you  please.  I  have  only  one  question  to  adt,  one  little 
question.  Jean  Baptiste,  why  did  you  boRow  tfae 
money  from  Bonhomme  Larochcs'  Answer  me— 
^A,  quickl  Oh,  Mon  Dieu!  Mm  Dim!  he  did 

"  But,  Gabricllc,  I  do  not  understand." 

;*  Monsieur  Giroux,"  said  GabrieUc,  her  eyes  flaming 
wth  mdignatwn,  "  do  not  lie  to  mc.  You  uadentiad 
^wyweB.  PleaK  to  step  out  of  the  way." 

**  Gabriclle,  my  dear  Gabr^,  it  was  a  ibMk.  a 
blunder.   I  can  explain.** 

"  Will  Monsieur  Girouz  st^  out  of  ^  mmm  ^mAM 
I  can  my  father  J"* 

"Saail**  said  Jean,  in  a  burst  of  anger,  turning 
his  back  on  Gabfielle,  and  stridmg  rapj^  ^omTSi 
hill,  exploding  imprecations  as  he  went.  **  SaeH 
Fool  of  a  woman  I  Little  fool!  But  what 
ade»  tetk  fool !  What  perversity,  what  unreason  I 
Bw  iHiat  <tear  femra^,  what  idling  unreason ! 
Angel  of  Heaven !  Give  her  up  Ah,  not  yet,  not 
for  that.  I  will  win  hei>-I  swear  it.  This  also  I  wffi 
acco^hsh  with  the  help  of  God  and  Suat  ^ 
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CHAPTER  X 

**  l^JOUR,  Jean  Bapdstt,**  said  Bonhomme  Laroche, 
one  spring  morning,  approaching  the  place  where  Jean 
was  working  on  the  frame  of  his  new  house,  now  ahnost 
ready  for  the  raising.   "  The  work  moves  along,  I  see." 

"Bon/oor,  Monsieur  Laroche,"  said  Jean,  as 
^easastly  as  possible,  wishing  to  be  pc^  to  the  old 
man.  '*  Yes,  the  work  is  weS  atoag.  Next  wedE  we 
shall  have  the  raising,  and  in  ten  we^  moce  att  win  be 
finished." 

**  Very  good,  Jean,  very  good  indeed.  And  how  is 
^flMiiey  l^dmgoitt  Y  Two  thousand  dollars  is  not 
a  great  sum  for  a  work  of  such  nu^tude." 

"  I  have  not  touched  it  Monsieur  Laroche.  That  is 
for  the  carpenters,  for  furniture,  for  horses,  carts,  and 
tlw  Hke.  Never  fear.  Monsieur.   It  will  be  more 

"You  have  not  touched  it  ytti  What  eooiM^^I 
And  you  pay  interest  all  the  time,  merely  to  make  sure 
of  the  loan.  What  prudence,  what  foresight  I  Well, 
mooey  it  not  so  easy  to  get  in  St.  Pladde,  where  all  the 
people  are  poor,  but  in  Quebec  there  are  rkfa  men, 
bankers,  capitalists.  Ha  I  Ha  I  So  oat  gets  a  ban  of 
two  thousand  dollars  in  Quebec,  and  one  pays  interest 
to  a  poor  habitant  of  St.  Pladde— as  an  act  of  charity, 

**  1Smm2||m».  %jggm^m**  malA  Imm*  aHW^w 
^^^^^^^^^^  -^^^pw^^^^    ^^^w-  ^^^^mf-  -n^^M  'IMMHw  'WKK^^mmmS^ 


96  JSANBArmTB 

"ft  WW  a  tnck  that  you  played  on  me,  and  I  do  not 
appreaatc  the  humour  ol  it.  I  U  ao  idea  tittt 
Monsieur  Trembly  was  an  agent  of  yoofs.  But  you 
have  your  security,  and  as  to  the  moaey,  I  do  not  tend 
to  give  It  back  to  you  at  present." 

"Do  not  th^  of  ft,  my  feieod.  Hie  money  is 
yours  for  the  tmie,  so  long  as  you  pay  the  mtereit  i^ 
due-eight  per  cent.,  payable  half-yearly.  And  do  not 
^g^eful,  either.  It  was  not  for  gratitude  that  I  made 
m  wm,  but  for  a  first  mortgage  on  one  of  the  best 
jwms  in  die  parish.  I  should  Kke  well  to  add  that 
farm  to  nunc.  What  a  fine  block  I  should  ham  m 
estate  of  some  magnitude !  Be  cafefiU  to  pay  the 
interest  on  the  day,  my  friend. 

**  B«  do  not  let  tis  quarrel,  Jean.  Perhaps  you  may 
be  my  son-m-law  some  daf^-nHio  isnam  <  Stsmm 
Oimgs  have  happened  in  this  strange  world.  And  I 
do  not  teitate  to  teU  you  tfiat  it  would  please  me  well 

A    rf"*?!!?*'  °o  objection.   It  is 

a  dutiful  child,  that,  f  say  to  her:  *Marry  Jean 
Baptiste,  my  daughter/  and  she  fepliei:  *I  caimet 
disobey  you,  my  dear  father,  although  I  have  no  special 
fancy  for  the  young  man.'  Jean,  n^  lad,  would  it  not 
be  a  good  arrangement 

"Monskur  Uioche,-  mSA  Jean,  earnestly,  "you 
arc  pleased  to  be  facetious,  but  I  have  to  teU  you  dm 
I  do  not  hke  your  proposals,  which  would  be  as  distaste- 
^  !Li£^*^*  Blanchette  as  to  myself.  I  am 
Mt  tmatong  of  iwrriage  for  the  present,  but  when  I 
00  wfll  not  be  for  land,  aot  houses,  nor  the  k)an  of 
two  thousand  dollars.  Your  interest.  Monsieur  Lwoche 
you  shall  have  upon  the  day ;  and  whcm  the  prineM 
»  due  I  will  pay  you  with  the  greatest  pkaiiife/ 


"Oh,  my  dear  Jean,  not  so  fiery,  if  you  please.  No 
oOMice  was  intended— only  the  proposal  of  an  honour- 
able aUtamx,  iKmnsdile  and  advantageous.  The 
Laroches  are  of  a  good  CaunOy,  my  ftiend,  respectable 
cultivators  for  ten  generations.  Blanchette  will  not 
take  offence,  I  am  sure,  and  why  should  you  <  No, 
Jean,  kt  us  be  good  neighbours,  as  always.  As  to  the 
mter«t,donotbeioop«tiaibr.  Wlatti  that  between 
r  r  t.  acooounodatioii 
of  a  further  loan.  That  also  we  can  arrange.  We  are 
old  neighbours,  you  know.   I  had  a  hi^  regard  for 

yoiar  good  fetiier,  and  I  have  always  looked  upon  you  as 
a  promising  young  man,  a  yoittli  who  wiU  go  fiur,  with 
the  backmg  of  friends  »d  flnoey*  Soefe  dimoi  nt 
not  to  be  despised.** 

Jean,  somewhat  ashamed 
<rf  his  hasty  words,  **  you  mean  well,  I  am  sure,  and  I 
ttiankyou.  Forgive  nqr  Mptliwa.  X  dan  ny  that 
I  did  not  understand.** 

"  Say  no  more,  Jean.  We  understand  each  other 
pretty  well,  after  all.  You  are  a  young  man  of  ideas, 
and  I  iko  have  sook  idtM,  sttange  to  say.  We  might 

exchange  viewa,  oiig^it  we  no^  to  our  aaitwd  advantage  < 
We  must  have  a  talk,  many  talks.  Come  to  see  ne» 
Jean,  this  very  evening.  We  shaU  have  a  good  dinner 
and  a  good  talk.  Bknchette  will  be  there,  of  course, 
b«tdonot  fear-she      aot  b^  yoa." 

Jean  could  not  well  refuse  the  ptdSmA  eomuy 
of  the  old  fox,  and  thus  it  came  about  that  he  paid 
his  second  visit  to  the  Maison  Larochc,  and  at  dinner 
Md^BMtf  ieattd  at  the  bootable  board  with  the 
^  «a8  at^  Wka^ibtm,  stapdi^  ooMMed  and 
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hugely  ertwtained  by  the  convcfsatioa  ol  tlie  Oatwd 
cM  miser  and  his  clever  dat^ter. 

"And  so,  Monsieur  Jean  Baptiste  Giroux/*  said 
Blanchette,  with  a  smile  of  amusement,  "  you  are  the 
young  man  vrbom  my  father  wishes  me  to  marry,  are 
you  not  <  ** 

**  Mademoiselle,''  stammered  Jean,  tatei  tbatk, 
**  Monsieur  your  father  is  very  kind,  I  am  sure/* 

**  Not  at  all,  Jean  my  lad,"  broke  in  Bonhomme 
tmodm,  rtd>bing  his  hands  in  d^g^.  **  It  is  inbatt  I 
have  ahvajn  wished.  A  young  man  of  your  talents  is 
not  so  easy  to  find  in  these  days.  In  my  day  it  was 
different.  Then  there  were  tall,  handsome  youths  in 
plenty,  and  beautiful  girls  as  well.  Your  mother, 
Kandotte,  was  tht  most  beautiful  of  all.  Ah,  tfaote 
were  days !  But  now,  my  friend,  it  scoat  t&  tsm  ihxt 
you  are  the  only  yr  ath  in  the  parish  who  compares  witib 
those  of  former  times.   Is  it  not  so,  Blanchette  $*  ** 

**  It  may  well  be,  my  father,  although  I  have  no 
nuemory  oi  thitt  tinie.  Tnfy,  Monsieitf  Giroux,  I  am 
still  quite  young — on  the  sunny  side  of  thirty,  I  assure 
you.  Your  mother  will  tell  you  that  I  have  the  advant- 
age of  you  by  only  a  year  and  a  day.  But  without 
flattery  I  will  say  that  you  compare  very  well  with  the 
0&cr  young  men  of  the  parish,  even  those  wlio  hsvc 
gone  away.  Pamphile  was  tall  and  strong,  but  he  had 
not  your  intelligence.  Mcmsteur  Girouic,  Jean,  I  have 
a  mind  to  accept  you." 

"YwL  do  me  too  Btucii  faoiwur,  MademoiseUe,'' 
murmured  Jean,  mudi  enibarrassed,  and  wonderiiq; 
how  he  was  going  to  escape  from  a  situation  so  difficult. 

*'  Not  so  fast,  Jean,  not  so  fast.  Look  before  you 
leap,  my  friend.   I  am  not  beautiful,  as  you  see." 
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**  Mademoiselle/'  said  Jean,  itmaoetttf,  **it  tM  ttut 
beauty  of  the  spirit  that  counts." 

**  You  do  not  awaft  tiat,  Jean,  and  yet  I  Uke  to  hear 
you  say  it.  Moreover,  it  is  more  true  than  you  ditak* 
I  have  read ;  I  have  traveled ;  I  have  thought  much 
upon  the  vanities  of  the  world.  Oh,  yes,  I  have  culti- 
vated the  graces  of  the  spirit  to  make  up  for  my  lack  in 
other  respects.  And  I  was  beautifiil  once,  bcfofe  ^ 
smallpox.   Can  you  believe  it  " 

"  She  is  beautiful  still,  Jean,"  broke  in  the  old  man. 
**  For  me,  I  find  her  just  the  same,  the  very  image  of 
her  motfier*'' 

Ah,  my  good  father,  if  all  the  yoting  men  were  Ukt 
you  I  should  not  die  an  old  maid." 

"  You  shall  not,  Blanchette,  you  shall  not.  Notice, 
Jean  Baptiste,  only  notice  what  a  fine  housekeeper  she 
is.  Look  at  the  talde,  the  chairs,  the  windows,  the 
curtains,  die  steve,  even,  how  proper  tbef  are;  add 
the  floor — one  could  eat  oflF  it.  And  what  a  cook! 
Confess,  Jean,  that  you  have  never  tasted  roast  dtklen 
better  than  that  which  you  are  now  eating.** 

**Uh  tmer  Moaaietir,*'  said  Jean,  vikk  tmhmkmn. 
**  The  chicken  is  perfect,  of  a  tenderness  iMia<ptjt|ff^^ 
of  a  flavour  incomparable." 

"  But  wait,"  continued  the  old  man,  with  an  air  of 
mystery.   "  There  is  better  still  to  come.  Blanchette, 
dosert.   We  win  stnprise  our  guest.  Madame 
Giroux  is  a  famous  oook»  but  aot  in  the  same  class  wkk 
you,  my  dear." 

**  There,  my  father,  you  have  said  enough,"  laughed 
Blanchette,  stoppmg  his  mouth  with  her  open  palm. 
**  ^  A  sow,  or  you  wi&  frq^ttca  Mmsiestr  C^oux^ 
aad  he  w0  sever  0006  agata.  HcvtrmtBd^lnii; 
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he  is  only  a  fodish  old  man  wbo  it  blinded  by  love* 
Yoti  could  not  be  bltndcd;  oottld  ymtit  ts^ 
friend  r' 

"  But  the  dessert,  Blanchette,  the  dessert.  I  will  lay 
no  more  if  only  you  will  bring  it  in,  instantly." 

"  Ah,  I  had  forgotten,**  sa^  Biaachette,  going  to  the 
cupboard  and  brii^ping  thence  an  immense  plate  of 
croqtdgnoles  of  all  siztt  aad  iluy^  drKcatfly  powdcicd 
with  white  sugar. 

"  There,  Messieurs  ;  there  is  the  tour  de  force.  If 
you  have  sot  ea^  too  modi  chicken,  perhaps  you  will 
enjoy  the  croquignoiUs.  And  I  have  a  little  bottle  of 
currant  wine,  too,  to  finish.  Monsieur  Giroux,  I  drink 
to  our  better  acquaintance.'* 

**  And  I,"  said  Jean,  quite  disarmed  by  the  ktndnev 
of  diose  whom  he  had  thot^;ht  to  be  his  enemies,  "  to 
your  health,  Mademoiselle  Blanchette !  To  yours. 
Monsieur  Laroche  !  Permit  me  to  say  that  I  have  never 
tasted  currant  wine  so  delicious,  and  that  the  croqu^pwles 
are  beyond  all  praise." 

**  liey  «e  not  so  bad,  Jean,  and  I  «b  0ad  thatt  you 
like  them.  As  you  see,  my  friend,  I  have  made  a  study 
of  htunan  nature,  and  I  know  how  to  please  mai  by  good 
food  and  drink— and  a  little  flattery." 

**  Wdl,  Madanoise&,  yoti  stuoecd  mayrvdtoo^,  I 
must  confess.'* 

"  Yes,  Jean ;  but,  as  you  may  htm  ebtemd,  I  ksm 
this  time  omitted  the  flattery." 

''Mademoiselle,  it  is  lucky  for  me  that  you  have 
omitted  woBMtAoi^  ebe  I  ilioidd  haw  tunei^efied 
without  the  honours  of  war." 

"  That  would  not  do  at  all,  Jean.  He  who  gives  to 
me  his  hand  gpm  his  heart  also,  and  nuist  be  able  to 
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uy,  wiAi  a  oertatn  kkig :  '  All  is  lott  sm  iMiiQitr.* 

Could  you  say  that  (*  ** 

"  Mac'emoisellft,  wliat  shall  I  say  <  You  tte  a 
soreness,  I  think/' 

'*  But  no,  Jean,  only  one  who  observes.  It  is  like 
mS^an^  dirou^  the  fefcrt  wheie  iSstit  9tt  ufpsM  ttet 
one  may  read  if  one  has  eyes  to  see.  And  there  ut 
little  birds,  too,  that  tell  one  things.  But  tell  me; 
how  does  your  house  advance  f*  It  will  sooti  be  finished, 
will  it  not  <  ** 

**  Very  soon,  RfadfiwoMWittc  in  tcs  'MMks»  or  tcss*** 
Good.   I  am  delighted  to  hear  it.  See,  I  will  give 
you  a  toast,  neighbour  Jean.   To  your  health,  to  the 
health  of  all  v^om  you  love.  To  your  success  in 
everything— everythix^.  Do  you  uadefstand  f 

**Yc8,  IKanchette,  I  understand,  «id  I  duttik 
you." 

"What  are  j'ou  saying,  ycu  twci**  said  the  old 
man*  "Why  all  this  mysterious  talks'  For  me,  I 
do  iKX  ttfl^Mttsmd  at  all.  Yet  you  havt  yottr  secretSy 
I  suppose.'' 

"  Naturally,"  said  Blanchette,  smiling.  "  We  have 
at  least  one  great  secret.  Shall  I  tell  him,  Jean  i  Shall 
I  tell  you,  my  father  (*  As  to  this  Jean  Baptistc,  I  like 
huB  very  snsdi,  noA  we  tat  fpuo^  to  be  best  ol 
friends,  but  X  wiS  aot  awry  him.  Sqr  mithiay— I 
will  not." 

The  old  man  stared  at  his  daughter  for  some  moments 
in  mii^iled  anger  and  amazement ;  but  presently,  his 
fCMKm  gettiim  toe  iiener  ot  ibb  wgtf  at  repueo,  m  wit 
tone  of  an  indulgent  parent  to  a  wayward  child : 

**  There,  Blanchette,  my  dear,  no  one  is  asking  you 
to  many  anybody.  What  have  I  ckxie^  I  lunre 
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merely  asked  the  young  man  to  dtae  us,  to  eat  of 
our  roast  chicken  and  croqmgnotes,  to  see  what  a  fine 
housekeeper  you  are,  to  perceive  how  happy  one  can 
be  inahomeof  one'towB— 4iittttafl.  Do  not  trouble 
yourself.  You  shall  marry  cs  not,  just  as  you  plme. 
Yes,  you  shall  stay  with  your  old  father,  little  one,  until 
the  very  end.  But  after  that  it  will  be  lonely  for  yoii» 
will  it  not  <  ** 

**  My  good  f/Aa,**  mi  Blmsktutt,  gently  caressing 
hts  gnsM  hut, "  do  not  tsdk  Uke  that.  You  are  still 
a  young  man,  as  any  one  can  see,  and  I  shall  be  with 
you  for  many  years.  Let  us  not  consider  a  future  so 
remote.  But  in  the  worst  case  there  is  always  the 
convent  for  old  maids  like  me.** 

"  The  convent  <  Holy  Virgin  !  What  would  yott 
do  in  a  convent,  Blanchette,  with  your  beauty,  your 
accomplishments  f*  Cut  off  your  long  hair,  hide  your 
lovely  &ce  behind  a  black  veil,  pray  at  midxiight  on  the 
cold  stones  <  No,  no,  Mignoime.  Leaive  ^at  to  tl» 
old,  the  ugly,  the  disappointed.  For  you  the  firesule, 
a  loving  husband,  beautiful  children,  the  management 
of  the  house — all  that  makes  life  wor^  while.  Besides, 
yoo  are  not  ptous  eaooglt  for  die  religious  Uk,  Yott 
have  no  vocation.   No,  it  is  not  for  you." 

"  My  father,"  said  Blanchette,  "  have  you  finished 
at  lastf*  Monsieur  Giroux  wishes  to  go,  I  think. 
An  revoir,  Monsieur  Jean.  It  has  been  a  great  pleasure 
to  have  seen  you.  Come  apta  soon.  Good  neigh- 
bours should  meet  often,  should  they  not  ** 

"  Yes,  Jean,"  assented  the  old  man,  **  Come  often — 
every  day  if  you  like.  I  shall  be  glad  to  see  you.  As 
for  j^otdbctte,  never  mind  what  she  says.  Women  are 
changeable,  as  you  know.  But  if  no^  if  not,  Jean 
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Bapdste  Giroux,  take  care ;  keep  eat  flf  my  mgr }  iv 
I  will  crush  you  like  a  snake." 

Jean  laughed.  "  Do  not  trouble  yourself,  Monsieur 
Lsuroche ;  I  shall  be  safe  enough,  never  fear.  But  I 
ibtidi  yoQ  §ot  your  hoqutaltty ;  and  youy  MadfWwifTl^ 
Blanchette,  for  all  that  and  for  your  food  wishes  as  well.** 

As  Jean  took  the  road  toward  his  own  home  the  night 
was  dark,  with  bwering  clouds  on  the  hills,  and  a  chill 
Aftfil  wind  blew  from  patches  of  unmelted  mow.  Ht 
WM  ittmiblii^  along,  uncertttB  of  die  way^  when  a 
beam  of  light  shone  out  fron  a  laa^  set  tn  die  window 
oi  the  Maison  Laroche. 

"  It  is  Blanchette,"  said  Jean  to  himself,  and  the 
hf^tmt  lAuiA  die  throws  on  the  pjrtfa  wiH  guide  me  lor 
fome  distance  yet.  One  can  take  a  good  many  ste|» 
on  a  dark  nighty  if  one  tees  a  inaic^  iltaa  ma  irindow 
here  and  there*" 
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CHAPTER  XI 

LA  fOUi 

"  Is  it  powible  <  "  said  Father  Paradis  to  Jean  Baptiste 
OB  a  §at  dutaooa  in  June.  "  Can  k  be  that  your 
great  house  as  finished  and  ready  for  tiw  toufistt  to 
early  in  the  season  {*  It  is  incredible,  marvellous,  but 
there  it  stands,  and  one  must  believe  one's  own  eyes,  I 
suppose.  Truly,  Jean,  my  son,  you  have  aaxmiplishcd 

gICK  WOfK* 

"  Yes,  Monsieur/'  said  Jean,  with  a  glow  of  pndt. 
**  It  is  finished  at  last,  thank  God,  and  I  am  well  content. 
But  will  you  not  come  in  to  see  the  place,  Monamtr 

Yo,  kdced,"  iwl  tke  cw^ '*  I  flMit  ice  ft  di,  ten 

cellar  to  attic,  ifor  you  are  as  a  son  to  me  and  I  am 
interested  in  everything  hat  you  do.  het  m  b^in 
with  the  cellar,  the  foundauon  of  things." 

This  way.  Monsieur  le  cur^.  It  is  not  ^  under- 
ground, as  you  see,  and  the  windows  are  large,  for  the 
sake  of  light  and  air.  But  it  is  always  cool  in  summer 
and  sufficiently  warm  in  winter,  and  dry  as  well.  Here 
is  our  dairy.  There  is  the  cream  separator,  of  which 
we  are  wyptoud,  and  diefc  it  the  cfaiOTi,  clan  improved 
pattern.  It  is  not  mudi  wodk,  in  tbeat  days,  to  lake 
care  of  the  milk  of  a  dozen  cows." 

**  But  where,  Jean,  are  the  potatoes,  turnips,  onions, 
and  all  that  <  ^  my  day  we  used  to  keep  them  in  the 
cellar;  and  the  ham,  the  baccm,  the  smsages,  the  dried 
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tibe  kitdm,  where  they  mn  well  imolKd  ami  dned» 
you  n  be  sure.  Yes,  and  ynUl  covered  with  dust  and 
flici*  But  now  all  that  is  chanfed,  no  doubt*  Tbm 
ickintific  hotufkeeping  is  truly  woodeffttl*" 

''Ye**"  SMd  Jtew  with  a  smile,  *'m  hm  mm 
different  arrangements.  Vegetables  are  excellent,  in 
I         their  place,  but  they  do  not  improve  the  flavour  of  the 
i         butter ;  so  we  keep  them  in  another  part  of  the  cellar^ 
j  w<^iioltied,»yottwffiKt.** 

Fadier  Paradts  was  greatly  interested  in  furtnfing 
every  part  of  the  cellar,  but  when  he  ascended  to  the 
I         first  floor  he  was  much  impressed  by  the  spacious 
I         liviiq^-room,  la^  enough,  it  seemed,  to  hold  all  the 
I        peofde  ol  tiK  pafidi.  He  admocd  the  kng  table, 

flwr've  1^,  the  substantial  diairs,  die  fnat  bos- 
stove,  a  three-decker,  the  handsome  dresser,  with  its 
rows  of  blue  and  ^te  crodtery ;  but  most  of  all  the 
J        great  copper  ketde  that  stood  upon  the  stove  and 
*         occupied  fully  half  of  the  lower  oven* 

**Man  Dim,  Jean!'*  he  exdaimed.  ''Where  did 
you  get  that  ketde  <  Solid  copper,  as  I  live,  and 
polished  like  a  mirror*  Truly,  it  is  a  treasure.  They 
do  not  make  nidi  kenks  trawsKlays.  An  heirloom, 
ao  doubt*'' 

**  I  am  glad  that  you  like  it,"  said  Jean,  '*  for  you  are 
I  a  juc^e  of  such  things.  The  first  Giroux  brot^t  it 
1         from  N<»rmandy  in  the  days  of  Fnmtenac.  Yes,  it  is 

"No  doubt,  Jean,  no  doubt.  The  Gitoux  were 
I  notables  in  their  day.   My  great-grandmother  was  of 

that  fanuly,  and  I  am  proud  of  it.  We  arc  cousins,  you 
J        see.  But  that  kettle--what  changes  it  has  seen  1  How 
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maiiy  gencntioiM  have  come  and  gone  tinoe  fint  it 
hung  above  the  hcarth-itone  of  the  family  Girouxl 
Think,  my  mb,  how  much  it  has  contributed  to  the 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^      ™  ™  ^^^^^^^m     ap^^^^^nra^^^^^H^^ra          w  Bl^FWM^^Wy 

what  soup,  what  ragout,  what  eompiu  oi  strawberries, 
raspberries,  currants,  what  cherry  cordial,  what  good 
things  of  every  description  have  been  prepared  in  that 
kettle  I  Thaci  and  custoiBs  diaiq^  bttt  the  old  copper 
k^e  goes  on  for  ever.  Ah,  Jean,  if  I  had  served  my 
generation  like  that  I  should  not  have  lived  in  vain. 
Permit  me  to  bless  the  ancient  heir-loom  and  to  wish 
that  it  may  serve  the  family  Giroux  for  many  fl^nerations 
tocone*  Tliere,  my  friend,  WMiioctiiittgO(BdttraiMi 
upon  a  kettle  <  ** 

**  Truly,  Monsieur  Paradis,  you  are  a  poet,  who  sees 
in  the  common  things  of  life  a  meaning  hidden  to  the 
vulgar  eye.  I  shall  love  the  okl  kettle  more  than  ever 
after  what  you  hare  said.  let  us  go  up  to  die 
second  floor,  Bbaiteur,  and  after  that  to  the  roof. 
From  that  point  one  gcti  a  vicir  that  k  wdl  noftli  tlw 
cUmb." 

**  What  a  view  I "  nwiatmed  Father  PUadis,  as  he 
stood  at  last  on  the  railed  terraee  that  cronnwd  the  voel. 
**  Your  house,  Jean,  is  very  fine,  one  of  the  grandest  that 
I  have  seen,  but  this  panorama  is  magnificent,  superb. 
How  lovely  the  river,  there  bekm,  winding  through 
^  valky  like  a  thread  of  tihrer !  How  beautiful  iSbit 
cttltt^^tted  fields,  the  rich  meadows,  the  vegktaA  paatuwa, 
the  peaceful  homes  beside  the  pleasant  country  road  1 
How  far-away  everything  looks,  and  how  the  lines  and 
colours  bknd  in  the  mellow  evening  light  1  How 
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cover  the  lower  hiUi,  but  the  high  tuiniiittt  ttill  glow 
in  the  last  radiance  of  the  setting  sun.  And  those 
clouds  that  float  far  above  in  the  blue  ether,  what  robes 
of  glory  they  wear,  l&e  angdi  doing  homage  bdeit 
Htm  that  sitteth  upon  the  throne  1  Jean,  Jean  I  It  is 
the  work  of  the  good  God.  '  All  thy  works  shall  piaiic 
thee,  O  God,  and  thy  saints  shall  bless  thee  I '  ** 

Jean  made  no  reply,  and  for  a  long  time  the  two 
Irkadt  flood  tet  IB  liteiwe,  tht  old  nan  wi&  the  fit^ 
body  and  the  ithrer  hair,  and  the  taU,  stfoof,  dad^ 
hailed  man  in  all  the  pride  and  confidence  of  youth, 
their  eyes  filled  with  the  glory  of  the  sunset  and  their 
hearts  with  the  beauty  of  the  world,  ftcsently  the 
DfigninfSB  naca  boib  toe  oMNtatauMoi^  tat  goM  aaa 
crimson  from  the  sky,  and  a  white  mist,  stalling  up 
the  valley,  covered  everything  as  with  a  shroud.  Faidwr 
Paradis  shuddered,  as  at  the  a4>proach  of  death. 

"  Thater  lean,**  he  said  wi^  a  sigh, ^  dqr  IS  dona, 
dead,  one  might  say.  A  blaze  of  light,  a  anocBt  ol 
brightness,  and  then  the  shadow.  Ah,  aoi^  *  dHMI 
passeth  away  the  glory  of  the  world  I  *  ** 

**  But,  my  father,"  said  the  young  man,  *'  to-morrow 
wiB  be  a  new  day,  and  maaBwliaa  wt  dttfi  htem  iSm 
moon  and  the  stars.  It  is  the  fint  qnaitar  of  tfaa  moan 
now,  and  you  will  see  her,  a  diin  crescent  over  die 
western  hill,  when  the  mist  has  passed.  There,  look  I 
Ifow  beautiful  f  Encouraging,  is  it  not,  to  see  the  light 
again,  diott|^  it  be  only  a  reflection  f  llie  aun,  at 
VatH,  is  not  extii^uished,  my  father." 

**  No,  Jean,  that  is  true ;  yet  I  had  almost  foif  otten 
it,  I  who  should  alwisys  hear  the  voice  of  God.  Ah,  my 
sen,  wi^  did  jm  act  btwaa  s  fiint#  Mew  gbdly 
wenid  I  havt  aeea  yeu  aiaad  k  m§  placfi  b^wecs  Ilia 
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Itving  God  and  dying  men  1  Jean,  I  think,  aa  I  Slave 
always  thotss^  ^  you  have  a  vocation  and  a 
message." 

"  It  may  be  so/'  said  Jean,  after  a  pause.  "  But 
what  is  the  vocation^  What  is  the  mcangef  Flot 
that  whidi  you  think,  my  father,  not  at  all.  Lode  I 
I  have  seen  my  people,  the  habitants,  toiling  from 
morning  to  night,  summer  and  winter,  from  year  to 
year,  like  their  fathers  for  many  generations,  and  for 
what  reward?'  Food  and  dothes aad die h«e 
necessaries  of  life,  and  all  of  the  poorest  kind.  It  is  a 
living,  perhaps,  but  it  is  not  to  live ;  and  I  say— it  is 
my  message,  if  you  like— that  for  all  their  toil  there 
should  be  more  reward.  The  young  men,  my  old 
playmates,  say  the  same,  and  go  away,  to  die  &ate8, 
to  the  North-West,  and  leave  this  land,  this  good  land, 
to  the  old  people  and  those  without  ambition,  without 
enterprise.  Monsieur  Paradis,  it  is  not  well ;  it  is  not 
Some  omstgc^  no  donbt,  for  the  desire  to  wander 
is  in  the  blood,  but  there  should  be  place  for  those 
who  would  be  glad  to  stay.  Yes,  here  in  St.  Pladde, 
in  these  beautiful  mountains,  by  that  lovely  river.  See, 
hoir  ^ilBttea  down  diere,  in  the  light  of  the  moon.  It 
ts  a  fiver  to  kive,  is  it  not,  my  £ttittr  < 

"  Jean,'^  said  the  old  man,  in  a  sorrowful  vdce,  **  you 
also  are  an  orator,  a  poet.  There  was  a  time  when  I, 
too,  could  talk  like  that.  The  enthusiasm  of  youth, 
how  fine  it  a !  But  with  age  comes  wiadoai,  bom  of 
experience.  Now  I  know  thitt  poverty,  ^rMA  you 
deplore,  is  a  good,  and  not  an  evil ;  and  that  wealth, 
which  you  desire  for  all,  is  a  snare,  a  delusion.  The 
poor  are  close  to  God,  but  the  rich  are  c^en  far  from 
Wm»  &  »  ^  iait  thing  dua  I  w»M  dtmt  for  die 
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people  of  St,  Piackit,  dutt  dwy  should  iocreate  ta 
riduBS,  for  they  woold  forget  God.  Yes,  Jean,  the  good 
God  loves  the  poor,  and  they  ding  to  Him  as  their  only 
hope.  Our  divine  Saviour  Himself  was  tmt  of  the 
very  poor,  and  it  is  well  to  be  like  Him." 

you  permit  me  to  ccmfess  to  you,  not  as  to  a  {meat,  but 
as  to  an  old  and  dear  friend  i*  I  confess,  my  father, 
with  sorrow  but  witliout  repentance,  that  I  disagree 
widi  yicm  profoundly,  absolutely.  The  Lwd  Jesus  was 
poor,  «  yott  have  said,  but  He  had  fntada 
rich,  who  gave  Him  food  and  shelter,  and,  at  the  last, 
provided  Him  a  tomb.  No,  my  father,  poverty  in 
itself  is  not  a  good  but  an  evil,  one  of  the  worst,  and 
die  cmat  ci  many  <^bas.  Poverty,  disease,  ignorance, 
met,  crime — they  fo  tofcdier  very  often,  yes, 
generally.  It  is  not  among  the  very  rich,  perhaps,  that 
one  finds  the  best  dtizens,  but  certainly  not  among  the 
very  poor.  It  is  not  great  riches  that  1  demand  for  the 
HwwfMm  Qc  atc*  iriacwc,  ixu  Detcer  zooo  ano  sneiter, 
mofe  wakakAe  cfajthes,  educaticm,  boc^  newspaper^ 
art,  sdence,  amusement.  At  last  we  are  awaking  from 
our  mediaeval  slumber.  Civilization  we  must  have, 
through  the  Church,  if  possible,  but  if  not  we  must 
lo^  iitprisesx  fot  die  yudance,  die  iesndiotA^  t^t  ipe 
need*  There,  Monsieur,  I  have  said  more  Aam  S 
dumld,  periiaps,  but  it  was  from  the  heart." 

**  Ah,  Jean,"  said  the  old  priest,  with  a  sigh,  '*  you 
Ittve  gone  far.  T  tttd  ik>  kbs  diat  you  were  diinkiof 
Wttdt  diings  during  all  the  years  stnoe  I  firtt  mocked  you 
at  the  parish  school.  Education,  dvilization,  prosperity 
— what  can  they  do  for  us It  is  not  by  prosperity,  so- 
called«  that  you  can  make  the  people  willing  to  stay  00 
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^  hoi,  to  eoOmt  die  bafdahqis  of  habitant  life.  It 
tt  poverty,  aided  by  f^on,  that  can  acconqilxdi  tUs 
miracle.  Jean,  you  arc  too  far  advanced  for  St.  Pladde. 
Education,  which  you  glorify,  has  unfitted  you  for  our 
simple  life,  and  that  which  you  plan,  with  all  the 
cathtaiaBm  and  ignorance  ci  yoath,  can  only  end  in 
failure  and  disaster.  The  revolutionist  can  do  wtfhing 
here.  Jean,  my  son,  I  had  high  hopes  for  you,  but  now 
I  fear  that  you  have  not  only  strayed  from  the  ways  of 
At  fyaiuxs,  but  diat  you  have  become  alienated  from 
the  Holy  Cbxnh,  that  you  have  forssdmi  God.  It  is 
some  weeks  ssmce  you  have  assisted  at  the  Mass,  and 
you  have  not  come  to  confession  for  a  long  time.  My 
son,  there  is  to  be  a  retreat  of  three  days,  beginning  to- 
morrow, in  honour  of  the  Precious  Blood.  Will  you 
not  come  with  us,  to  mrdtfate,  to  pnef  i  You  ate  busy, 
I  know,  but  three  days  are  not  long  ccMiq>ared  with 
eternity,  and  the  aflairs  of  this  life  are  trivial,  afttr  alL 
Say  that  you  will  come,  Jean,  my  son.** 

I  eamiot,  Monsiott,  -fw  I  have  engagements  that 
I  must  not  break.  Later  I  will  come,  for  I  am  itill  a 
true  son  of  the  Church,  and  I  have  faith  in  Gk)d.  Bae 
I  have  also  faith  in  man,  and  believe  ** 

**  Have  faith  in  God,  Jean.  The  heart  of  man  is  not 
tobetntsted.  Look  to  God,  my  son.*' 

"  I  will,**  said  Jean,  with  humility,  "  atul  foe  that 
reason  I  ask  the  blessing  of  God,  and  yours,  my  father, 
upon  me  and  my  poor  house.  Your  blessing.  Father 
Kttadtt.  Yoo  cannot  deny  me.*' 

*•  Jean,**  saki  tlK  old  man,  I  fear  for  you ;  yet  I 
know  that  you  desire  to  do  good,  and  I  wish  that  you 
may  have  peace  in  your  soul.  '  Except  the  Lord  build 
the  house  they  labour  in  vain  that  build  it.*  May  God 
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bless  you,  my  son,  and  may  the  work  of  your  hands  be 
esublished  and  be  for  the  glory  ot  God.  Aam  I 

Thus  Father  Paradis  blessed  the  new  iwuse,  *Mu^^ 
with  misgivings,  but  many  of  the  neighbours  bore 
Jean  no  good  will  and  freely  expressed  their  disapproval 
of  d«  kttamkms  awl  presumptuous  undertaking. 
They  came  to  the  house-warming,  as  a  mxtttt  ci  coofie, 
ate  and  drank  of  the  abundant  refreshments  provided 
by  Jean  and  his  good  mother,  enjoyed  the  dance  on  the 
great  kitchen  floor,  and  then  went  home  to  criticize 
and  prophesy  evil.  Even  the  best  friends  of  the  family 
allowed  themselves  to  goas^  on  the  subject,  and  (tid  aot 
disdain  to  stop  at  the  crossroads  to  hear  the  latest  news 
from  Mire  Tabeau,  and  her  spicy  comments  thereon. 

"  Certainly,  I  was  there,"  said  she  to  one  of  the 
pM«»-by.  **lwM  mvited  w^  the  feat,  ol  ooone. 
They  do  not  bve  me,  those  Giroux,  but  tb^  would 
not  offer  me  an  open  insult.  They  would  not  dare. 
And  I  went,  of  course,  to  show  my  appreciation  of  the 
courtesy.  I  ui^eraftand  the  art  of  politeness,  as  you 
know. 

"  What  did  I  see  f  Why,  fiisBnettr  Gagnon,  you 
were  there  yourself.  I  saw  what  you  saw,  my  friend. 
For  ejBunple,  I  saw  a  certain  neighbour  of  mine  drink 
tttoctt  cups  of  ipruce  beer  and  consume  an  equal 
number  of  crofB^mfes,  one  to  each  cap  of  btcf,  ^ 
right  proportion,  exactly.  No,  i.iy  good  nei^^ibottr,  I 
did  not  say  it  was  you,  but  if  the  cap  fits  

"What  did  I  think  of  it  all f"  WeU,  I  have  my 
thoughts,  aaturally.  ShaO  I  tell  you,  or  are  you  in  a 
hurry  to  go  it>  market  <  No,  for  you  Invc  stardd  as 
hour  earlier  than  usual.  Well,  if  you  have  patience  to 
listen  to  an  old  woman^  I  will  tell  you.  As  to  the 
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affiur  of  last  evenii^,  it  was  pleasant  finr  ^  nui^aboaa 
to  be  thus  entertained.  The  money  of  Bonhomme 
Laroche  was  well  spent.  The  Giroux  will  pay  later,  in 
thecourseof  time ;  yes,  sooner  than  you  think,  perhaps. 

"tbthame^  Oh,  tt  it  noaclerful,  by  far  the  finest 
at  ^  p9snAi,  Indeed,  that  is  not  the  liln  ia 
Bsauport.  Only  in  the  great  city  of  Quebec  can  one 
see  hotels  like  that.  Twelve  rooms !  Mon  Dieu  / 
Where  are  all  the  people  who  will  occupy  them  i  Horn 
loi^  wtl!  they  ttiy  C  How  modi  will  they  pay  ^  Hick 
aie  important  que^aioos,  sm  you  can  see.  Figure  to 
yoursetf.  If  there  were  twenty  tourists  in  the  house 
for  two  months,  that  is,  for  the  whole  summer,  and  if 
the  foolish  people  paid  as  much  as  four  dollars  a  week, 
ji  mm  fbir  tHfiWi  pjHs,  timt  woidd  bs  oidy  s  ^t^c 
more  than  six  hundred  dollars.  There  is  no  great 
fortune  in  that.  A  considerable  sum  in  the  gross,  but 
the  net  revenue  will  be  very  small.  When  you  have 
taken  iiOerest  cm  the  k»n,  the  oott  of  food,  the  wages 
of  Pmi^  La  CSiance,  the  hktd  fgjoA,  and  all  the  ot^ 
expenses,  what  will  be  left  to  pay  for  the  work  of  Madame 
Giroux  and  Jean  himself,  not  to  mention  a  thousand 
'ittle  items,  of  no  account  in  themselves  but  great  in  the 
aggregi^  Okt  I  know  arMmirttCi  I  aame  you,  at 
w^  am  musf  odier  ^ua^  It  a  taeM,  at  ttae^  to  be 
akit  to  count.   Figures,  at  least,  do  not  lie. 

"What  will  happen That  is  not  hard  to  tell. 
Even  you,  Kfonsieur  Gagnon,  could  look  into  the  future 
cm  tkise  txrms.  When  the  expenses  exceed  the  inccm^, 
uliat  takes  place  t  One  paifft  oot  ^  ooe't  ready  money, 
one  borrows,  sells  a  cow,  a  horse,  a  piece  of  land.  But 
there  comes  an  end  to  all  that,  and  then  the  notice  at 
the  Church  door,  the  sale,  the  farewell,  the  departure. 


tiK  taik  for  a  Mt,  and  after  that  all  is  forgotten. 
They  are  gone.  mMmf  WkbloKmi  W»€mtt 
Only  old  gossips  like  me  lUBMnbcr.  Oniy  fooclftieiidt 
like  me  know  or  care. 

The  house  has  no  name  as  yet.  Well,  I  will  give 
it  one.  I  nffl  cadi  tt  £«  FoUi  Gcroux.  As  you  have 
heard,  foob  build  houses,  but  wise  men  live  m  tlieiB. 
It  is  Bonhomme  Larocfae  who  is  the  wise  man  in  tUi 
case.  But  it  may  be  that  Jean  Baptistc  will  become  wise. 
Who  can  telli*  Bonhomme  Lavoche  has  a  daughter, 
yottknow. 

"  But  I  must  stop,  neighbour  Gagnon,  or  you  wifl 
think  that  I  must  be  paid  for  my  talk.  But  I  am  only 
a  poor  old  woman  who  likes  to  see  the  neighboturs  as 
they  pass.  It  is  my  only  pastime.  And  the  good 
neighbours  are  very  kind  to  me.  Only  yesterday 
Bonhomme  B^dard  gave  me  a  fine  bag  of  flour,  enou|^ 
to  last  for  three  months.  He  is  not  a  rich  man^  by 
any  means,  but  very  generous.  If  only  I  had  a  few 
potatoes,  now.  Ok,  no.  Monsieur  Gagnon,  it  is  too 
charitable  of  yon*  A  wh(^  sack  t  It  ii  too  neck 
If  you  had  given  me  a  dozen  of  those  fine  trout  it  would 
have  been  enough.  Those  loos'  Monsieur  Gagnon, 
God  will  prosper  you.  Au  revoir,  my  dear  friend. 
Good  huk  to  yoo.** 

When  Jean  B^»tiBte  heatd  that  Mfare  Tahem  had 
given  his  new  house  a  name,  he  laughed  and  said  thjrt 
she  was  very  kind  to  save  him  the  trouble,  that  all  men 
were  fools  and  all  the  works  of  man  mcmuments  of 
k&f.  So  ht  pmmd  iht  tamt  m  tatgt  UtA  ktten 
above  die  door— LA  FOLIE.  Most  of  the  nii-ghWi...  . 
took  it  as  a  joke,  but  some  shook  their  heads  in  d^may 
and  crossed  theniielves  n^eated^  as  they  pmsd 
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It  wn  «iilitdqr>  tlKy  nid,  to  give  a  bad  name  to  a  house 
or  «  ^bSUL  One  dioidd  involtt  tbe  ptouedoa  of 
Heaven,  rather,  of  the  Holy  Virgin  or  of  one  of  the 
saints.  As  to  the  old  witch.  Mire  Tabeau,  one  should 
have  nothing  to  do  with  her,  for  she  was  in  kague  ivitfa 
Satan* 
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CHAPTER  XII 
Mom  Ami  ion 

Tbm  summer  tourist,  more  than  other  men,  is  a  con- 
firmed egoist.  Smoefefy  bdieving  himself  the  centre 
of  the  universe  and  the  chief  end  of  all  creatioii,  he  rmm 
with  satisfaction  the  successful  efforts  of  men  and 
to  minister  unto  him.  Hotels  and  boarding- 
iKNttei  exist  for  him ;  for  him  horses  and  carrii^  of 
every  kind,  mth  tfaev  cluing  drims,  move  to  and 
fro ;  for  him  spring  chickens  dieerfulfy  die ;  for  him 
the  sun  shines  by  day,  the  moon  by  night,  and  the 
Aurora  shimmers  in  the  northern  sky.  How  good  God 
it  to  the  sammer  tourist ! 

But  there  is  the  point  of  view  of  aiiote  tgote,  ^ 
pious  habitant  of  Murray  Bay,  Cacouna,  Tadoussac, 
and  all  the  other  watering-places  below  Quebec.  The 
^  9**^ faithful.  He  sends  rain  in  summer, 
taam  m  winery  and  a&  the  dbanges  of  weather  in  their 
season.  He  sends  the  birds  of  the  aii^-the  partridge, 
the  wild  duck  and  the  brant.  He  sends  the  fishtt  ol 
^  great  river— the  eel,  the  sturgeon  and  the  salmon ; 
metfout,  also,  of  the  smaller  lakes  and  rivers.  He 
gNwidet  game  in  the  forest— the  red  deer,  the  caribou, 
the  moose,  and  all  fitM>earing  animals.  He  gnvt  ite 
strawberry,  the  raspberry,  the  blueberry,  spruce  gum, 
balsam,  sarsaparilla  and  gold-thread.  Ali  these  the 
fO«i  Ood  provkles,  but,  best  of  all,  he  sends  the 
iiimmii  twite  to  pQittMbtwei^  of  the  city  mto  the 
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kq^  of  the  habitant.  Truly,  it  would  be  ungrateful  and 
imiMOus  not  to  make  the  most  of  such  an  opportunity, 

dist  moft  pfofitsble  of  crops  "the  siiimmif  touf lit* 

Jean  Baptiste  was  a  habitant  by  ten  generations  of 
thrifty  ancestors,  and  could  see,  as  well  as  any  man, 
the  possibilities  of  the  summer  tourist.  He  loved  the 
(n^il  tffoitt  tot  Ittt  own  stke,  but  mMC  fot  die  gokltii 
harvest  that  he  should  yield.  For  him  he  had  built 
the  great  house ;  for  him  he  had  provided  bed  and 
board,  horses  and  vehicles,  canoes  and  guides,  bo^ 

inctoor  siid  outckxtf  ganm  -all  at  gKit  coift  md  no 

little  risk — but  to  what  end  i  Surely  not  for  the  good 
of  the  tourist  alone,  but  that  he  might  lay  deep  and 
broad  the  foundations  of  his  own  fortune,  that  he  might 
begin  and  carry  on  the  great  works  of  which  he  dreamed 
by  nis^  and  d^. 

Was  it  a  vocation,  as  Father  Paradis  \ad  said,  and 
had  he  a  message  to  deliver  i  Yes,  there  was  a  call,  both 
loud  and  dear,  and  a  message  had  been  given  him — to 
proclaim  the  gospel  of  the  new  era,  to  be  the  forerunner 
of  ^bt  MOtumte  sahn^Mi  ci  hsi  peof^*  A  voice,  he 
was,  in  the  wilderness,  crying  :  **  Prepare  ye  the  way  of 
the  Lord  1  ** — ^along  the  valley,  by  the  river,  over  the 
mountain,  to  make  the  crooked  ways  straight,  the 
rough  places  plain,  to  overcome  every  obstacle,  every 
stHirf^ioy-block,  utttH  9&  men  Aoyid  grt  a  vtttcxp  cS  lAe 
future  that  was  theirs,  and  rise  up  and  possess  the  land. 
"  It  is  my  work,'' said  Jeaa  to  himaelf.  "U  ti  also  the 
work  of  God.*' 

Jem  ma  a  prophet,  like  ha  great  patrmi  sautt,  a 
dieamer,  one  vi^o  had  heard  voice  of  God  in  the 
siknce  of  the  wildemes,  and  was  going  forth  to  ckdare 
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the  vision  and  proclaim  the  word  to  those  who  had  eyes 
lOMtaBdcsfitofaetr.  Hk  great  idea  filled  his  mind* 
aad  he  believed  himself  devoted  hurt  and  soul  fo  ^ 
cause  which  he  had  espoused,  for  the  good  of  man  and 
the  glory  of  God.  Yet  as  he  looked  into  the  depths 
of  hb  own  heart,  as  one  gazing  into  a  crystal,  he  saw 
there  another  image  enshrined,  and  he  began  to  doubt 
and  to  wonder  whether  he  were  the  servant  of  a  diviiie 
ideal  or  the  slave  of  an  alluring  earthly  love.  Was  it 
possible  that  he  had  not  yet  seen  the  vision  that  compela, 
had  floc  yet  heard  the  silence  that  takes  control  t 

Jean  freely  admitted  to  hknaeff  ^fielovfd  OihcieSe. 
Who  could  help  it  <  Who  would  not  admire  that  lithe, 
graceful  figure,  with  the  springing  step  and  firee  toss  of 
the  head,  like  a  wild  deer  of  the  forest  <  Who  would 
not  fcioioe  to  see  that  gkmotis  hair  C  Who  could  ga«e 
unmoved  upon  that  lovely  face  and  lbtBi#  Whewottld 
not  desire  to  take  her  to  his  arman-his  very  own  <  Bnt 
how  proud  and  cold  at  times  1  How  those  blue  eyes 
could  glitter  like  steel  1  How  those  laughing,  tantalizing 
%i  ec^  cwvc  in  bitter  aeom  {  How  that  beautiful 
Cftatittc,  with  all  the  charms  of  woman  amce  ^  di^i 
of  Eve,  could  with  every  glance,  every  tone,  every  gesture 
flaunt  the  flag  of  no-sturrender !  The  fh»n^^  f^nfft  |^ 
•ccepted;  ^e  defiance  could  not  be  endured. 

More  dian  that— in  aU  Jean's  worit,  in  all  his  thou^ 
and  plans  Gabrielle  was  a  part.  When  he  crossed  the 
little  bridge  over  La  Branche— it  was  there  that  he  first 
noticed  Gabrielle's  reddish -golden  hair.  When  he 
by  the  river^t  was  thoe  that  he  had  met  her 
tr^ptng  over  the  staoes  m  her  alieft  lUtt  and  h^ 
boots,  with  rod  and  creel,  a  fisher-maiden  whom  more 
than  &k  nugto  fear.  When  he  jp^mtd  ikm^  the 
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of  foldcn  ■mwhttie^  Wbm  be  was  in  duirdi,  dw  wm 
kneeling  there  in  prayer ;  and  vrhtn  he  gazed  at  the 
high  altar  it  was  a  glorified  visicm  of  Gabrielle  that  he 
sawy  and  not  die  Motfier  of  Ood*  Wbn  he  thoiight 
of  his  great  house,  Gabrielle  was  theft  |  m  ^  dqr  of 
triumph  she  would  be  his  wife,  his  queen ;  and  if  ever 
misfortune  came,  he  would  go  forth  joyous^  to  lioe 
the  world,  if  only  she  were  by  his  side. 

Yet  lean  bdtevcd  that  OAttkSk  wis  not  fint  k 
his  heart.  His  work,  his  vocation,  commanded 
obedience  above  all.  War  first ;  then  love.  Achieve- 
ment, victory ;  then  the  crown  and  the  reward.  True, 
she  might  not  consent  to  take  the  second  place  in  his 
iciiiiiit  OK  wt*  women  were  oy  narwe  leaMW, 
unreasonable,  demandit^  more  than  man  coukl  give* 
She  might  be  angry  when  she  discovered  the  order 
of  precedence.  Poor  little  Gabrielle  I  She  might  go 
to  a  nunnery,  even,  as  many  young  girls  did  iHien  they 
could  not  have  their  own  way,  or  lAum  diey  saw  the 
vwity  of  the  world.  That  would  be  a  pity.  No,  he 
would  never  allow  that.  What  were  the  stone  walls 
oi  n  convent  compared  with  the  power  of  love  <  But 
die  mij^t  love  amdier  man.  Ah>  ^tM  wttt  difljmnti 
Where  was  that  other  who  dared  to  taiie  lai  tifm  to 
Gabrielle^  Where C  Whos* 

At  the  very  thought  Jean's  eyes  flashed  beneath  his 
bwered  eyebrows ;  his  jaw  set ;  his  hands  clenched ; 
mm*  ms  ogure  rose  vo  tis  luii  nci^i,  ne notng  lutwani 
with  sudi  menace  m  would  have  given  pause  to  any 
rival  who  dared  to  ooittcad  Im  the  prise  of  lone  wA 
Jean  Baptiste  Giroux. 

But  it  was  only  a  girl  that  met  him  at  the  turn  of  the 
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tot/At  s  iriA  wuHb^  tuit  &tA  iMi||riB||  ^^ft§''^tt$ 
1^  of  hit  dfcsni* 

**  Mm  Dim,  Jean !  **  said  Gabrielle,  in  a  tantalijcing 
fokc,  before  he  had  time  to  ^eak.     How  fierce  you 

nOBl    1  aw  WBOOm  HfMB  CO  vm  wMMim  MPw  MOB^y  1 

dttlAig'shii^ivay.  XsditllMii^of fliawterrififuif  f 
I  am  quite  harmless,  I  asstire  you.  Or  are  you  th^ikiiv 
of  the  last  time  we  met»  when  I  was  so  crooi  i  I  wai 
provoked,  you  know,  but  I  have  fot  over  it.  It  is  hard 
to  b»  eiQM  with  you,  Jean.** 

"  b  it  said  Jean,  simply.  "Itim^ltiiiiqpiiti 
•liy,  mudi  too  easy,  in  fact." 

Ah,  stupid  1"  said  Gabrielle,  with  a  laugh.  "AU 
men  are  stupid,  I  think,  and  you  more  than  others, 
iisw  Is  H      you  are  so  dtti,  Jean  <  " 

**  Gabrielle,"  said  ^ean,  meditatively,  "  am  I  really 
dull<  I  did  not  know  it  At  school  I  v»i  thouila 
rather  dcver.  As  for  book^— ** 

bdil**  said  GUbfi^  with  aeen.  *'Tdk 
to  me  of  books^^wfaat  does  one  Icara  firani  thtmf 
Mere  stupidities,  that  is  all." 

**  But,"  persisted  Jean,  **  there  are  other  things  that 
I  can  do,  vtee  the  stupidity  of  ^ch  you  i|)eak  does 
not  siiow  kmSt  so  mudi.  For  iTimplfi  ** 

*'  For  enmple  1 "  said  Gabrielk,  Is  •  aodBBg  foiee* 

For  example !  Tell  me,  do  f" 

**  I  forget,"  said  Jean. 

*'Hal  Hal"  laughed  Gabrielie,  in  glee.  "What 
did  I  wi^i  He  fetgttSf  Ac  silly  one,  forgets  his 
reading,  spelling,  arithmetic,  his  Latin  and  Greek  and 
Hebrew^— all  his  kmndedge.  Well,  let  me  remind 
you,  Jean,  that  you  are  (me  of  those  pjungms 
.vfao  can  do  everydung.  Not  oiify  have  yoa  all  the 
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knowledge  of  the  ivorld»  but  you  hm  hdHtim  wfakh 
i  mere  scholars  do  not  poMcn.  You  hunt,  you  fiih, 

I  you  tn^like  an  Indian.  You  run  like  a  deer,  jump 

lilK  a  inMhopper,  swim  likt  ft  fiih,  fly  !tke  a  bird,  ahnoM. 
Olw  I  an  ntre  that  you  oodd  fly,  if  you  tiM.  Tty 
I  once ;  please  do,  just  for  my  sake.  But  to  forget 

!  that,  and  more  I  How  did  you  tucowd  in  feMWfftfM 

\  10  much,  Jean,  my  friend  t  ** 

"  b  ma  utea  lamf  you,  CWHMfit," 
I  "  Me     gasped  GabrieUe.     WIttt  have  I  dootf 

"Nothing,  GabricUa.  Yai,  evnytiri^i  for  you 

(have  ttokn  my  heart." 
"Yonr  have,  Jeani*  Impossible  1  That  is  what 
does  not  exist.  A  great  ttfoog  body  ^  Yci.  Abfainf 
I  Certainly.  C^Mcity  of  emy  kind  C  Oh,ya.  Bui  a 

heart  i*  Do  not  deceive  yourself.  You  have  no  heart 
to  kne.  No,  no  I  Do  not  touch  me  1  Do  not  dare  1 
Bttamwerf  bftnotaalhavesaidf"' 

It  may  be  ao,  GMii ;  btt  hIkb  wffi  you  narry 
«e,dcar«'"  ' 

"What  is  that  you  lay^  Maify  you^  m% 
loouklnot." 

"Why  not,  GabneOef  Why  not,  &^  one  ^  " 
"  Oh,  there  are  mai^,  many  reatana*  b  flnt 

l^boe,  I  do  not  love  you,  Jean." 

"  That  is  because  you  will  not  let  yourself  k»e  me, 
Gabrielle." 

"  Again,  Jean,  yioB  do  aet  iove  flK*** 
"  How  do  you  know,  Gabrielle  <  ** 
**  You  have  never  told  me." 

"  GabrieUe,  listen  to  me  " 

"  No,  no ;  I  nffi  aot.  You  wouki  deceive  me  witfc 
your  talk,  great  Jcnttt  that  yott  are*  Let  ne  apeak. 


loor  |M  imiw  te  iw  bit,  imit  IMM  Mi  «ni^ 
your  btni,  your  precious  tourists.  There  k  f9m 
ticsture;  there  is  your  heart,  Jean  Baptiste/' 

**  Oh,  Oabrielk,  what  arc  those  things  compared 
witfayoitf  Tfny  m  iinrtihu.  nntftfin  " 

''Jean,iny£tiaid»XlflK1olMiryoitiqrtiMt.  Snk 
a|tin,  Jean." 

**  Gabrielle,  what  are  houses,  bams,  lands,  and  all 
iktt,  oompared  wttli  my  love  far  youf  I  love  you, 
te;  and  if  I  vahtt  tyi^i  it  li  fcr  your  mIr* 
They  are  aU  fcf  fwi.  I  iff  iimm  m  fern  §m  mi 
myself  as  well.'* 

"  Do  you  mean  it  ^  Do  you  realty  meanivhat  yon 
"  Yes,  Gabrielle." 

**  Well,  Jean,  I  will  take  you  at  your  word.  That 
house  of  yours— I  hate  it.  Those  tourists,  those 
people  who  walk  about  staring  at  everybody— I  detest 
tliem.  How  could  you  bring  them  here  to  spoil  the 
peace  and  joy  of  our  loiKir  vi^,  to  dia^  our 
ancestral  ways,  to  turn  everything  upside  down  <  But 
we  will  send  them  away,  back  to  Quebec,  to  Montreal, 
to  Pittsburg,  never  to  return,  and  everythii^  will  be  as 

bdBit.  Yc8»tlKydMBfok(»ii»aiid^!ioaaewciriK 

dedicate  to  another  purpose**' 

**  Gabrielle,"  said  Jean,  earnestly,  **  why  did  you  not 
tell  me  this  before— a  year  ago  C  Now  it  is  too  late." 
**Toofale^  Why,  dien,  if  you  love  me  as  you  sa^^" 
**  Because  I  have  embarked  os  tlis  iiililtwiii 
much  thought  and  long  deUberation.  I  have  put  into 
it  my  strength  of  body  and  brain,  my  property,  my  life, 
my  honour— and  it  is  too  late  to  turn  badu  The  shi^ 
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is  laden,  the  anchor  weighed,  and  we  have  put  out  to 
sea  with  a  fair  wind.  Return  to  harbour^  By  no 
means.  You  do  not  ask  it,  Gabrielle.*' 

**  Thutr  Mod  GMOk,  wtktw^**  ute  m  I 
tell  you  ^  You  do  not  love  me.  It  is  ycmxaelf  durt  yoit 
love,  Jean,  and  all  those  stupid  plans  of  yours.*' 

But  no,  Gabrielle,  all  are  for  you,  as  the  means  to 
the  end.  How  can  one  have  the  end  without  the 
means 

"  Oh,  I  could  tell  you  very  well,  but  I  will  not.  It  it 
easy  to  see  that  you  have  made  up  your  mind.  Well, 
tha«  is  another  who  has  a  mind  of  her  own.  Adieu, 
ottf  i»th8  divi<k.  Take  the  bcoad, 
dusty  road,  if  you  like.  For  me,  I  take  this  little  path 
through  the  woods — ^alone.   No,  you  shall  not.'' 

"  Gabrielle,  this  is  most  unfair,  cruel,  heardess." 

"  It  may  be  so,  but  I  know  another  who  is  cruel,  ^rbo 
hat  no  heaft— it  it  Blonseigneur  Jean  Baptiste  Glroiii.'' 
thtt  the  wem  away  thfoi^  die  woods,  hummttg 
a  song  about  a  gay,  imoattaiit  iover,  quilt  ^Bmm 
from  Jean  Baptitte : 

**  Pqdloo,  tu  es  volage  I 
To  lOMiBbl' 4  moo  aauut. 

L'lmour  cit  oo  ptMc-tcn^i^ 
Qund  j'tt  moo  aamat 
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''Ah,  there  is  mine  host  of  La  Folie/'  said  Mire 
Tabeau,  in  a  loud  voice,  as  Jean,  in  a  brown  study,  dead 
to  the  world,  was  paanq^  kcr  piaee  «B  iiit  liM^ 

**  Jean,  Jcaa  B^tisle !  **  she  called,  but  sdU  he 
no  heed. 

**  Monsieur  Jean,  Monsieur  Jean  Baptiste,  Monsieur 
Gttotac,  KlbQsetgnettf  i  Why  the  deuce  does  not  his 
hffdship  stop  t  I  nntst  run  after  him,  I  see." 

The  old  woman,  with  surprising  s^lity,  ran  after 
Jean,  plucked  him  by  the  sleeve,  and  immediately 
resumed  her  cringing  attitude,  leaning  heavily  up<m 

mmm  WmmmL^ 

**  There  he  goes,'*  she  whined.  **  H»  loidsh^  doti 
not  see  his  old  friend^  does  won  hear  iSbtm,  vtta,  i^m 
diey  speak." 

**  Oh,  pardon  me,  Madame  Tabeau,"  said  Jean, 
politely.  "  I  was  seeing  nodmig,  hearing  ttothJng.  Of 
kte  I  have  become  absent  minded,  I  think." 

"Quite  natural,"  said  Mire  Tabeau.  "The  very 
youi^  are  absent-minded,  and  the  very  old,  but  also 
tiwie  1^  tfe  immersed  in  affurs  and  those  who  are 
nlMc.  They  act  anti  atecbmg,  dMte  slbks  dn 
heart.  I  remtaaier  well  my  last  case,  now  many  yem 
ago.  Some  day  I  will  tell  yott  the  stmry.  Pinhsptyoa 
ooukl  listen  to  it  now." 

m,  Madstnr*  I  am  ta  haste  this  evening. 
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Another  tiiiie»  if  you  pleaK.  Ymt  had  MMnethmff  else 

to  say,  had  you  not  <  " 

**  Not  at  all,  Monseigneur.  The  poor  old  woman 
has  no^itng  to  say— nothing.  Another  time,  wher  his 
lordship  has  a  few  mtiitttes  to  spare  for  such  trifles— 
his  own  aflairs,  moreover— I  will  wait  ttpoii  han.** 

Oh,  Madame,  do  not  be  angry.   I  will  listen,  to  be 
sure,  all  the  afternoon,  if  I  can  be  of  service  to  you." 

*Semce  to  yourself,  my  friend.  But  no  matter.  I 
MGi^yoiir^Miogies.  I miip^ disposed, as  you  will 
see,  and  I  wish  to  help  you  out  of  your  tfoubks." 
u  t'       ^"bles  <  "  said  Jean,  with  a  puzzled  frown. 

I  do  not  understand.  You  speak  in  mysterious 
ttnguage,  it  seems.  AU  of  us  have  our  little  troubles. 
I  suppose.'* 

Monsieur  does  not  understand— will  not,  rather. 
Mysterious  <  Not  at  all.  Does  not  everybody  know 
mat  Monsieur  Giroux  would  effect  an  alliance  with  one 
of  die  mott  pfomioeiit  funilies  in  the  parish  s*  Is  it 
poiiible  that  he  haa  aot  yet  heard  what  is  common 
report  J"' 

**  Btodame  Tabcau,  if  that  is  aU  I  had  better  10.  I 
m  really  very  busy." 

But,  but,  Moasiettr,  these  a^Eurs  a»  be  amaged, 
no  matter  how  comph'cated,  iavohed,  eatan^ed.  I 
have  charms,  herbs,  love  potions,  and  all  that,  and  diefe 
xct  other  means  still  more  efficacious.  Besides,  my 
cfaaigM  are  very  moderate,  a  little  commission,  a  mere 
wjAlyHe  warn  compared  wM  a  dowry  so  nu^iificent, 
t  Ottmection  so  advantageous.   If  Mademoiselle— ** 

Madame,  that  will  do.  The  neighbours  may 
gossip,  if  they  please,  but  I  will  not.  AUow  me  to 


**  Go  then,  stupid  I  Sacrie  tiu  de  mtmton  I  The 
fool  will  not  listen.  Well,  he  vrill  suffer,  he  will  pay ; 
ana  i  wui  Out.,  my  Mfviciu  to  mmbk  aK»  ttit 
lordship  is  not  the  e^|3ile  yoaag  man  kk  the  pandi 
ofSt.Placide." 

**  If  that  is  all,  Madame,  I  bid  you  good  evening." 

"  No,  dwre  k  something  else.  My  friend,  do  not 
mmd  the  ravings  of  an  old  woman,  an  old,  old  wcmum, 
poor  and  infirm.  Old  people  like  to  talk,  as  you  know, 
and  say  more  than  they  should,  at  times.  But  it  is  their 
only  pleasure.  When  one  talks  to  a  good  listener  like 
youfsetf  one  fofgets*  it  n  good  to  focget,  Jean,  to 
extinguish  die  fires  of  memory,  it  oafy  ix  a  momenn 
h  is  like  a  cup  of  cold  water  to  a  soisi  m  purgatory.** 

**  Madame.'* 

**  Yes,  yes,  I  know.  You  are  sorry  for  me,  but  not 
aslamsonyfnrmysdf.  Whenltibtnkolwhatlm^t 
have  bccti  a^  what  I  am,  I  couhl  cty— «Dd  otrse.  But 
let  us  change  the  subject.  You  remember  my  nephew, 
Pamphile  Lareau,  do  you  not  i  A  playmate  of  yours, 
I  believe,  some  years  ago.'* 

''BeninBher  ftmpyief  GifCati^.  Btttl^iciaol 
know  that  he  yns  your  n^tew*** 

"  You  do  not  know  everytfait^;,  Jean,  wise  as  you  are. 
Pamphile  is  my  nephew,  as  I  have  said,  altbot^  I  have 
iicvcf  fftf'CTi  fiMiit  Sffis  mo^idr  tfatwuiht  ^iGrv^if  aqhcc 
respectable  tiban  I.  Can  you  believe  it^  Alter  her 
death  I  came  to  St.  Pladde.  For  vAtzt  purpose  <  Ah, 
that  is  my  affair.  You  do  not  know  that  either.  Mon- 
sieur the  scholar.  There  is  a  lot  of  useful  information 
you  oo  nr'  oorain  bob  iwws,  i  asswe  yov*  box 
Pia^hile  is  coming  to  see  me  this  very  day.  Do  you 
see  tittt  Mttie  ctoud  of  tet  down  the  tQtd<  U  m 
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be,  I  am  sure.  Wait  a  moment  and  you  will  icc 
mm/' 

"  That  wiU  be  interesting/'  said  Jean.     He  Iim 
dMttiged  much,  no  doubt,  in  all  these  years." 

"No  doubt.  He  also  has  become  a  great  lord, 
eijMiently.  See,  he  comes  in  great  style,  in  a  carriage, 
idl  tlie  way  Irwi  Quebec  It  wffl  cost  at  least  five 
dollars,  that  equipage,  for  so  long  a  drive.  What 
the  deuce  did  my  nephew  get  aU  that  moneys*  He 
"g  any  of  it.  He  will  give  some  to  his  poor 
wd  mm  befefe  he  leaves,  let  us  hope.  There,  he 
^ves.  Dieo,  what  a  dash  I  WhatgrsuKfeurl  Speak 
to  him,  Jean,  I  cannot/' 

**  Bonjom,  Madame.  Bonjour,  Monsieur,**  said  an 
imposing  personage,  as  the  carriage  puUcd  up  suddenly 
madoudof  dust.  It  is  here,  is  it  not,  that  Madame 
Tabeau  livesj*  They  told  me,  tee  bdeir,  ttiat  I 
uould  find  the  place  at  the  crossroads.** 

**  It  is  here,  Monsieur,**  said  Madame  Tabeau,  quite 
omafaly*  "  If  Monsieur  will  be  so  kind  as  to  alight.** 

"  mk  the  greatest  pleanne,  Xlbdame.  How  good 
It  IS  to  come  to  the  end  of  a  drive  of  four  lio^  [  Yes* 
four  hours  and  ten  minutes,  by  the  wattk.  %  m  mm 
four  o*ck>ck,  is  it  not.  Monsieur  <** 

"By  die  sua  I  should  caU  it  six  o*clock,  at  least,**  said 
Iwii.  **  You  see,  Uoamem  ^  stranger,  that  we  do 
not  carry  gold  watches  in  St.  nadde." 

"No,  to  be  sure.  I  had  forgotten.  A  primitive 
gac^ttuty.  Is  it  possible  that  I  spent  my  early  years  in 
St.  IMdef  Bet  lis  o'dock<  Surely  not.  Ah,  I 
have  it.  Hal  Ha!  How  curious  I  Ittttelhm 
not  set  my  watch  since  I  left  Elko,  and  tat  k  • 
diffnenoe  of  two  hoitft— or  is  it  tfafte  ^  " 
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**  Two  hours/'  said  Jean,  with  confidence.  "  You 
tum  mouatatii  tune  there,  I  believe,  and  here  we  have 
eastern  tmie*  Yt»,  tm  houa,** 

The  sttmpr't  9jfn  nummA  u  kt  teskni  rfwiyfy 
at  Jean. 

**  Eh,  what  i  You  know  that  i  What  the  deuce  i 
Whom^bkt  The&tieprte8t,asllivel  MonsetgDeurl 
And  at  learned  m  ever,  9ltmj§  wnhing  to  teach  one 
something,  always  casting  away  pearb  of  knowledge. 
Well  met,  my  ancient  friend,  jrftcr  all  these  years. 
This  is  too  much  pleasure.  Your  hand,  my  brave  one, 
for  tiie  sake  ol  6td  timet." 

Hie  ttranger  extended  a  long,  slender  hand  that 
dosed  about  Jean's  fingers  like  a  vice  of  steel ;  but  Jean 
understood  the  trick  of  the  thumb  as  well  as  he,  and  it 
wat  Pao^phile's  hand  that  was  the  first  to  relax. 

**  Enough,  eaot^  mf  hfave  one.  It  it  tiw  ttme 
Jean  Baptiste  that  I  see  and  feel.  Dieu,  but  you  h«ve 
a  loving  clasp  of  the  hand.  It  brings  tears  to  the  eyes. 
Well,  my  friend  the  cabby,  you  seem  impatient.  What 
eta  Idoferyoof 

Uf  ftte,  if  you  please,  Moaam^-cfae  fivt 
dollars  that  we  spoke  of.'' 

**  Ah,  yes,  assuredly,"  said  Pamphilc,  drawing  out  of 
his  pocket  a  roll  of  bills,  not  one  of  a  lower  denomination 
tiHii  tmuOY  doOtft.  **Yoa  can  cfa«ige  American 
money,  no  doubt." 

'*  Cextamfy,  Montkut .  Aawtl^  ieat  thaa  twenty 
dollars." 

"Not  twenty  dollars,  cabby ^  What  a  country! 
We  ate  not  in  Nevada,  evidently.  Well,  my  friend, 
dttt  a  unfortunate.  What  are  we  to  do  <  " 

I  m»n  f  k>        iMi  I  H>  rtntta—  Bffiw'riir  *' 
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"You  mXi  takt  it  m,  mf  Maadf  How  food  ol 
you  I  Sacri!  I  have  a  mind  to  gt¥e  it  to  you  as  a 
reward  of  merit.  It  is  seldom  that  one  meets  a  cabby 
so  obliging,  so  resourceful.  You  will  go  far,  my  Jehu. 
Yes,  I  am  thinking  of  giving  you  the  twenty  dollars. 
Do  you  still  feel  that  you  oouki  aeeqit  it  f 

"  No,  no.  Monsieur,**  broke  in  Mire  Tabeau.  **Mon 
Duttt  what  would  you  do  <  Give  him  twenty  dollars  < 
Two  dollars  and  fifty  cents  would  have  been  quite  enough 
tf  01^  yoii  ^aA  made  a  bargain.  What  can  we  do  ^ 
Let  us  think.  I  could  perhaps  find  die  money.  Yes, 
Monsieur  Giroux,  I  have  a  little  store  laid  by,  even  I, 
for  my  funeral.  Wait  a  moment.  I  will  get  it  « 
onoe. 

In  her  escdtement  V&tt  J^Sotaa  fofgot  both  rheuma- 
tism and  stick,  as  one  who  had  been  ci«cd  jtt  the  shrine 
of  Bonne  Stc.  Anne,  ran  into  the  house  and  preseatfy 
returned  with  a  little  leathern  bag,  out  of  which  she 
ooosled  silm  aikl  cq)per  coins  until  the  cabby  had  a 
handful  of  small  change  equal  to  the  amount  of  ha  fioe. 

**  That  is  a  bad  penny,  Madmi^''  said  die  eab^, 
returning  a  much-worn  coin. 

**  But  no,  it  is  pcrfecdy  good,  perfectly  good,**  said 
the  old  woman,  angrily.  "  It  goes,  I  tell  you.  I  re- 
ceived it,  did  I  not  <  Well,  you  shadl  talee  k  in  yo» 
turn,  and  if  you  don*t  like  it  you  may  pass  it  on.  Ffo, 
not  another  sou.   You  arc  a  shark,  a  robber  I  '* 

"  Let  him  have  another,  Madame,**  drawled  Pamphile 
wAkZfBtmAik.  <^  his  five  dollars  in  full 
and  a  quarter  for  drink.  The  twenty-dollar  bilK  Oh, 
it  is  back  in  my  pocket.  To-morrow  we  will  arrange  alt 
that.  And  you  arc  Madame  Tabcau,  no  doubt,  the 
aimt  whom  Ihave  never  seen  until  this  blessed  mftmynt, 
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Y^t^f  my  9xu^hm»tkmttt  to tmst yea,  Butwfiat 
is  the  little  priest  who  was  here  a  ffloment  since  i  ** 

**  He  is  gone,  Monsieur  Lareau.  His  lordship  has 
marched  away.  He  wotUd  not  wait  the  pleasiire  of 
any  mau.  Rtdi  habitants,  notaries,  priests,  bishops, 
American  ntllionaires— 4hey  are  afi  &  SMBe  to  ti^r 
It  is  a  great  lord,  that.  One  cannot  but  admire  him 
for  his  strength,  his  capacity,  but  I  diould  like*  1 4iff»M 
like  to  slap  him  in  the  face." 

♦*  Aad  I/'  drawled  Pamphile, "  I  dioitid  like  to  meet 
him  in  Elko,  Nevada,  in  the  middle  of  die  street,  at 
twenty  paces,  or  forty,  even.  Cric!  Crac  I  Jean 
Baptiste  falls  in  the  dust,  and  there  is  one  monseigneur 
leas  in  the  world.  But  that  would  not  do  in  St.  Pladde, 
perhaps.^ 

"  For  the  love  of  God,  Monsieur,  do  not  speak  ao 
loud.  Come  into  the  house,  if  you  please,  whttt  we 
can  talk.  Enter,  Monsieur.   It  is  not  a  palace,  nor  is 

a  hovel,  altc^ether.  See,  all  is  very  proper — the 
dining-room  sad  kitchen  in  oi^  ^  deeping  apartmott 
of  Monsieur  over  there  in  the  comer,  and  my  own  Itffk 
boudoir  in  the  attic.  No,  Monaeur,  do  not  fear  to  be 
alone  with  an  old  woman  like  me.  Thett  was  a  time — 
bitt  kt  tia  not  speak  of  it.  b  is  past,  the  golden  age, 
and  now  there  is  nnthtiiy  likmuil^^,^^^  ^HliTn  homh 
aad  the  hobble  to  the  grave. 

**  But  before  that  one  may  have  some  pleasure  still. 
One  may  gossip  with  the  neighbours  as  they  pass, 
fei^n  ^  woim  ii  aad  ^  Aflifren,  t^  a  few  lies  now 
and  then,  and,  best  <tf  all,  one  may  have  revtnge.  Yes, 
life  is  worth  living  yet.  We  will  live  for  that,  yon  and 
I.  You  also  have  your  little  scorts  to  pay,  it  would 
scm.  How  glad  I  am  that  you  have  come  I  What 
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hick !  But  how  did  it  happen  that  you  left  Newda^ 
Mtmsieur  my  nephew  f* " 

"Oh,  a  little  unpleasantness/'  said  Pamphile, 
evasively.  *'  One  cannot  stay  always  in  the  same  place. 
One  outlives  one's  usefufaiess.  So  it  oocufted  to  ne 
that  I  might  visit  the  scenes  of  my  cluldlioo4  »^  lAcs 
your  letter  came  I  decided  to  take  a  dua^  and  a  icst* 
for  the  good  of  my  health." 

**  And  a  Ut^  advcneitte  as  weU/'  said  Mbe  Tabeau, 
s^iicantly.  **  A  Httfe  expeditioa  in  seatdi  ol  fifM, 
perhaps." 

Possibly/'  said  Pamphile,  with  a  mik,  ooukl 
easily  be  done  and  without  danger." 

''McMisieur  my  nephew,  listen  to  me.  Direct 
east  from  this  spot,  through  the  forest  and  beyond  tfat 
mountain,  ten  miles  as  the  crow  flies  but  twenty  by  the 
road,  lies  the  village  of  Chateau  Richer,  where  I  was 
bom  many  years  ago— yes,  more  than  sixty  years.  It 
was  there  that  I  passed  my  early  years,  and  when  I 
arrived  at  the  age  of  love  I  was  there  still,  in  my  little 
house  by  the  shore,  where  I  could  see  the  bateaux  pass 
up  the  river  with  the  rising  tide  and  pass  down  again 
with  the  ebb. 

"  Did  the  saOois  stop  somet^neson  iht  msy  <  ^astl^. 
At  least  the  smugglers  came  to  Me  nsy  Inodier  Ovide* 
They  were  brave  people,  those  smugglers,  and  rich  as 
well.  There  were  two  who  had  a  great  trevsure, 
^tanned  Iroai  1k»  trade,  m  part,  but  chiefly  f  om  a 
wtedu  They  were  wredkers  too,  of  course.  When 
the  good  God  sends  a  storm,  when  a  ship  runs  on  the 
rocks,  when  all  on  board  arc  drowned,  does  not  the 
wreck  belong  to  those  who  find  it<  Assuredly.  So 
Ifidid  Gamachf  and  Tousssnat  Gifouz  found  die 
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wreck  and  the  treatttfe  on  Antioosti,  there  below.  They 
burned  the  wreck,  bfottg^  llit  tsttnoe  tent  to  dtt 

island,  and  hid  ft  Ir  ft  Cfvt  ^  tte  iidi  «f  tte  kfll  liy  d» 
kmg  marsh. 

**  How  do  I  know  f*  Did  I  not  see  it  on  that  night 
wten  Xffichel  rowed  sw  acfon  die  fiver  at  high  tide 
when  the  moon  was  full.  What  a  nig^  it  mm  I  How 
bright  the  moon  shone  in  the  sky  and  in  the  ttffl  water 
beneath  I  How  the  grass  rustled  under  the  keel  of  the 
boat  as  we  ran  up  into  the  little  cove !  I  can  hear  it 
stiS.  How  dark  tt  was  in  ^t  cave,  but  how  the  goki 
coins  glistened !  Yes,  gold  coins,  Napoleons,  soveietgnib 
htmdreds  of  them,  in  an  iron  box.  Heavy  i  I  could 
not  lift  it.  Of  what  value  How  should  I  knowf 
Ten,  twenty,  thirty  thousand  pounds,  perhaps.  Oh,  a 
great  treasure.  See,  there  is  one  of  ttese  ooois,  a  bve 
token  which  he  gave  me,  he,  Michel  Gamache,  ml 
which  I  keep  until  the  day  of  reckoning.  I  have  a 
grudge  against  himC  Yes,  a  little  grudge,  a  slight 
affur  of  the  heaurt  w^di  I  have  nourished  for  some 
forty  years,  for  which  I  would  kill  Mm  M  I  govM  te 
sure  that  he  vould  go  to  the  place  of  eternal  fire." 

"  Well,  my  aunt,"  said  Pamphile,  with  a  yawn,  **  it 
is  a  fine  story,  but  to  what  purpose  i  Was  it  to  tell  me 
tMi      y«s  brought  ne  from  E&o  f  ** 

''But  no,  my  nephew.  Do  you  not  know  diat 
Michd  Gaiaftdie  Ims  m  tltts  psndt  # 

-No.- 

**  And  the  treasure,  I  tell  you,  those  Napoleons  and 
•oveieigai,  alt  tliat  gold,  it  tere  in  Plaeide,  k  ^ 
same  iron  box,  of  a  weij^  more  than  you  coukl  lil^ 
my  strong  nephew.  No,  you  could  do  it,  with  some 
assistance,  and  that  is  why  I  have  adwd  you  to  «M»iy, 
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Bb»  Pnupkak,  nottld  not  an  adventure  Itka  tli»  be  at 
food  as  gamhjmt  in  Nevada  (*  Not  ao  — M«Aif, 
pCffaaps,  but  quite  as  profitable." 

"  Quite  so,  my  aunt.  And  where,  if  I  may  ask»  it 
^  wonderful  treasure  to  be  found  i  " 

**Mm  good  time,  my  nepiiew,  wlwtt  eveiyikiug  m 
arranged.  You  will  help  me,  will  you  not  <  We  witt 
divide  the  spoils.  You  shall  have  two-thirds  of  the 
treasture.  I  shall  have  the  rest,  and  my  revenge.  Are 
tlie  tenns  sato&ctory  ^  " 

More  than  satisfactory,  my  dear  aunt.  And  ^ 
Itele  priest,  what  of  him  " 

"  Oh,  that  will  explain  itself.  You  will  get  even  with 
him  very  soon,  never  fear.  It  is  my  little  secret  for 
the  ptcse  ^.  Yes,  a  fine  Mtde  •ecttt.  h  win  reveal 
itself  befr    long.   If  not,  I  will  tell  you." 

"  My  aunt,"  said  Pamphile,  impatiently,  "  I  don't 
give  a  hoot  for  your  little  secret.  Keep  it  to  yourself 
as  long  as  you  like,  but  give  me  something  to  eat." 

"Well!  vf^l  Sudi  are  men  ~  always  eating. 
N(^hii^  cat*  satisfy  them,  neither  gold,  nor  love,  nor 
revenge— only  meat,  potatoes,  soup  and  all  that.  Well, 
my  nephew,  I  was  expecting  you,  and  presently  we  shall 
hm  a  Itttk  repast  togethe^-soup  of  peas,  fried  trout, 
itnmrberries, cream, tea*  lioir  will  that  do f  Ah,PiiB- 
phile,whatafine,tallmanyouarel  Whatarms,shoulder8, 
1  More  than  a  match  for  that  Jean  Baptiste,  surely." 

^No,  myatmt;  he  is  a  giant,  that  little  priest.  My 
fibers  tm^stiairomthat  grip  of  lai.  II6,bist  IshiA 
punish  him  all  the  same.   There  are  othor  ways." 

"  Ha  I  Ha ! "  cackled  the  old  crone,  in  glee.  "  There 
are  other  ways.  Yes,  indeed.  Ah,  my  little  secret,  my 
dear  little  secret." 
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It  was  on  a  Saturday  evening  that  Rui^iilc  anived  m 
St.  Pladde,  and  before  Mass  on  the  following  morning 
all  the  parish  knew  that  the  exile  had  returned,  not  in 
poverty  and  rags,  like  the  prodigal  son,  but  with  fine 
cfodict  OB  hit  hudL,  weaef  in  hts  pocket,  and  (living 
in  a  carriage  like  a  great  lord.  Some  of  the  neighboun 
had  merely  heard  of  his  arrival ;  others  had  seen  him 
as  he  drove  by ;  while  a  very  few,  highly  favoured,  had 
aetualfy  spoken  to  him ;  but  on  the  way  to  Mass  all 
the  dciafla  were  pieced  togetlter,  tlie  kwnrfedge  fil  caeh 
bccane  the  common  property  of  ail»  «id  a  etocy  of 
adventure  and  romance  was  woven  that  gcew  mote 
wonderful  and  varia^ated  with  the  telling. 

t^e  youth  fud  mt  ^  parish  eight  years  before 
without  a  JOS.  Zotiqae  Bidatd  laaHi^  had  tite  htm 
down  to  Beauport  as  an  act  of  charity;  and 
Buchon,  the  grocer's  boy,  had  taken  him  the  rest  of 
the  way  to  Quebec.  From  that  place  he  had  made  his 
way,  by  wafting,  by  getting  a  lift  now  and  then,  by 
riding  in  and  under  freight  om,  to  CSiicago,  nd 
to  the  Far  West,  ^ere  for  many  years  he  had  wandered 
about  from  one  mining  camp  to  another  seeking  for 
gold,  now  finding  a  glittering  vdn  that  promised  a 
fortune,  now  loni^  afi  at  a  wq^  \kuiL  hwt  he 
had  found  it,  a  mine  of  fidntbus  tvthu,  and  now  he 
va|  a  capMi^  a  w^Simmt  Mig  on  mm-  mk 


foyi^icSf  traveUii^  fox  pleasure  all  over  the  mdd,  yet 

As  to  his  wealth  there  could  be  no  doubt  whatever. 
One  had  but  to  look  at  the  fine  frock  coat  of  grey  doth, 
die  cmbraldcfcd  waist  coat»  litt  striped  trousers,  die 

shiny  buttoned  shoes,  and  the  jaunty  grey  hat  of  soft 
felt  with  the  silken  cord  and  tassel.  Such  style  St. 
Pladde  had  never  seen  before,  and  Quebec,  even,  could 
not  jq;)proach  it.  The  housewives  marvelled  at  the 

ol  ^  glittering  diamond  MtHl  and  the  fokl  WMdi  with 
its  wonderful  hunting-case  and  the  little  fong  within 
that  chimed  the  hours ;  while  the  young  ladies  raved 
over  his  drooping  moustache  and  the  black,  glossy 
in^yw  that  came  down  alinost  to  dwHifctCTSi 

Ahc^^ethor,  the  verdict  wm  highly  favourable. 
Pamphfle  was  a  desirable  young  man,  a  credit  to  the 
parish.  What  a  pity  that  he  had  not  come  back  to 
stay  (  Bttt  it  was  ncM  to  be  acptcb^  diat  he  OMild  be 
€OiitiBf  to  settle  down  in  St.  Placide,  he  wiio  had 
travelled  over  the  world  and  had  attained  such  eminence 
among  his  fellow-men.  No,  but  it  might  well  be  that 
he  had  returned  to  seek  a  bride  anKMig  the  fair  maidens 
of  tmiib.  ^kfaes  nradtt  h&  toandftd  shtotd,  bat 
more  kmi^  conq[>ani(»is,  mcure  £aithfttl  wives  or  bettor 
housekeepers  than  the  Canadian  girls  were  aot  to  bt 
found  in  foreign  lands.   Vive  la  Canadierme  ! 

True,  Pamohile  had  not  left  behind  a  perfect  reput»> 
ttoo  i^in  \j>  went  away,  but  oae  ^oitld  not  be  too 
severe  in  judging  the  pnmks  and  peccadilloes  of  youth. 
The  worst  boys  often  become  the  best  men.  In  fact, 
some  of  the  most  rc^ctable  habitants  had  been  sad 
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optctty  for  evil  had  fialt  ruiiiiij  far  fMd*  It  is 
•BOUgh  to  be  good ;  one  muM  be  good  for  something. 

Of  the  relatives  of  Pamphile  littk  was  known.  His 
mother  had  been  the  sist^  of  iitee  1  abcau,  but  was 

Gitiiicati,  bttt  was  drowMd  m  drive.  Of  the  de£ui 
one  should  say  nothing  !sot  good.  The  family  was  by 
no  means  distinguished,  but  that  was  all  the  more  to 
die  credit  of  Pamiihile,  iiHbo  had  bua  abk  to  rise  lo 
f»  Aon  them.  VSIm  Titiw  f  WM^  liter  idi 
she  was  ^  harmkss  creature,  d^ilbs  her  bitter  tengue. 
Certainly,  she  had  a  gift  of  la-  -"e  truly  rem^vkable. 
If  (»ly  she  had  a  silk  dress,  a  bi.i^:  dodk,  and  a  basnet 
tied  wtk  ribbooi  ante  her  thin,  she  would  look  qpite 
itapcctable.  Indatd,  the  wma  of  soatt  of  lite  kAi- 
tants  had  a  loud  voice  and  an  offensive  numner.  One 
must  not  bt  uiQutt  to  piipk  nefe^  becaMi  they  m- 
poor. 

the  achievements  of  RanipiBle  and  aatd  mm^  ftmfiritlii 
things  of  Mire  Tabeau.  More  than  one  stopped  at 
the  cat»n  to  invite  the  old  woman  and  her  distinguished 
neph^  to  drive  to  Church  with  them.  The  first  to 
oooie  Witt  Bo^tettfltt  Gflipoiif  nIiu»  aiter  msk  ddby^ 
capttteed  the  lioQ  and  the  Uqmm  mi.  bore  them  away 
in  triumph.  It  was  mdeed  a  triumph  for  Bonhomme 
Gagnon,  and  fully  repaid  him  for  the  gifts  of  trout, 
g^mt,  berrks,  petittoes,  black  puddings  and  what  not, 

of  a  sli^t  indiscretion  in  the  days  of  his  youtli.  Even 
Madame  Gagnon,  ^o  cordially  hated  the  old  woman, 
condctcended  to  itt  with  her  in  the  back  seat  for  the 
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pleasure  of  escorting  tiw  Ameiicaii  mtfiioaatfe  and 
auning  long  to  church. 

It  was  a  gxeat  day  for  Pamphile.  Seated  beside  the 
eminently  respectaUe  cultivator,  Bonhomme  Gagnon, 
he  found  h^nelf  at  the  head  ol  a  long  pfocewiott  of 
neighbours,  assembled,  it  would  seem,  to  do  him  honour. 
He  thoroughly  enjoyed  the  attention  he  was  receiving, 
he  who  had  been  so  unin^rtant  in  his  youi^er  days 
tiae  ^  aeq^hbomi  coaid  faw%  remember  his  fiuJts, 
mudi  km  hit  good  points,  sudi  as  they  were.  Butnow 
the  insignificant  past  was  obliterated,  the  way  ol  vtfttte 
and  honour  lay  before  him,  and  the  rising  sun  of  popular 
fvfQUX  shone  upon  him.  The  heart  of  Pamphile  ei- 
panded  in  the  genial  waurmth  of  the  morning  sun,  and 
he  chatted  in  a  veiy  Mtaify  waf  m% 
habitant  by  his  side. 

**  Well,  Monsieur  Gagnon,"  he  said,  in  a  tone  of 
aqn>reciation,  **  this  is  without  doubt  a  very  fine  day/' 

Tht  food  habitant  benwd  upon  PuofitSk, 

**  I  am  delighted  to  heitf  you  say  so,  Monakur  Lareatt* 
You  find  our  weather  pleasant  5*  TTiat  is  good.  Yes, 
we  have  fine  weather  at  times,  not  like  that  of  the  West, 
ol  cowie,  but  still  quite  satisfactory.  Good  for  the 
Itty,  certainly.'' 

*'  Ah,  Monsieur  Gagnon,  my  friend,  not  only  si  tiie 
day  very  fine,  but  the  scenery,  I  will  say,  is  charming. 
Not  hke  that  of  Nevada,  but  equally  pleasing  in  its  way." 

**Cm  k  be^"  wwiatmed  ^■^i^^^mmr  Gagnon, 
dri^i^hticd.  It  is  a  pleasure  to  hew  you  nstf  wa, 
Monsieur.  The  weather  and  the  scenery— both  cqiud 
to  Nevada  in  their  way.  But  that  is  gratifying.  Do 
yott  Iwar  that,  Marie  ^  The  gentleman  has  seen  the 
woM,  and  Ik  hamm.  Wm  m  mdcM  tliii«  k 
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travel !  To  fo  to  Beaisport,  tbat  k  tntCNftttig ;  to 
visit  Quebec,  that  is  very  fine;  hat  ta  tail  nptaVbmtf^ 
to  explore  the  sources  of  the  great  river,  to  see  Chicago, 
Nevada  and  all  that— what  a  privilege  1  Ah,  Monsieur 
Lafcats,  I  envy  yott.** 

**  Yes,  it  li  tttterestsng,"  satd  Pm^faik,  tdketin/tfy, 
**  But  it  is  interesting,  also,  to  return.  St.  Plackle  has 
changed  much  in  the  past  eight  years.  Those  good 
neighbours  back  there  have  an  air  of  prosperity.  Almost 
every  one  has  a  covered  buggy.  Formerly  they  had 
cm  01^,  and  many  walked  to  Ghttfcii^  ii^  Kvni 

miles,  even.  Yc«,  St.  Placidc  must  be  a  pcetly  good 
place.** 

Hkt  so  bad.  Monsieur  Lareau,"  said  Bonhomme 
GagM»»ii^pfi(ie*  ThefeafeaomtStoiiatresiaour 
parish,  but  neither  are  there  any  paupers.  Yes,  we 
have  our  cows  and  pigs,  our  hones  and  spring-carts, 
our  houses  and  bams,  and  our  money  in  the  bank.  It 
m  tibe  dairy  Inisiness,  you  know,  that  has  made  the 
chaage  ol  wlucii  you  spcidu  I  myself,  for  cxan^ 
have  my  little  five  hundred  dollars  laid  away.** 

"  That  is  interesting,**  said  Pamphile,  with  a  keen 
glance  at  the  single  habitant.  "  Very  interesting  indeed. 

AaclfQit  iff  eoitteitted  I  am  sure,  as  though  you  owned 

«       — * —  ** 

" Contented f  Yes.  No.  A  gokl  mtne^  Jfeii 
Dim,  if  I  had  that  I  should  be  a  prince.  Marie,  do  not 
talk  all  the  time.  Listen  to  Monsieur  Lareau,  who  will 
tefl  tts,  perhaps,  aboitt  the  gold  of  Nevada.  Tell  us, 
Memiett,  yoit  picase.  M  lit  mm  one  iMfe  • 
mine,  now  and  then,  wisS^  mote  tei  a  niOiQe  doBait 
in  g(^,  pure  gold  <  ** 
**  Certainly,  Monsieur  Gagnon.  Haw  I  not  mcb 
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with  my  own  eyes  that  great  mine,  the  Comstock, 
whence  they  have  taken  millions  and  millions  of  gold 
and  silver,  besides  lead,  copper,  and  many  other  metals 
cf  gietr  viitter  Afa*  Aat  a  mtne  f  Yes,  toe  It 
gold  in  Nevada  -~  quaatttics  of  it.  Come  wi^  mt. 
Monsieur  Gagnon,  on  my  return,  and  I  will  show  you. 
My  own  little  mine,  for  example,  would  be  worth  a  visit. 
I  oottki  tbow  you  places  on  the  wall  of  the  tuxmel  where 
yott  cot^  pk^  off  pieces  of  fidd  as  aa  a  pe*--3^ 
as  large  as  a  muble.  Ilttne  fold,  pitfe»  twotty  de&an 
to  the  ounce." 

**  Monsieur  Lareau,  I  *Till  go  with  you.  Marie,  say 
nothing.  Too  <Mi  Hot  ift  all.  I  was  sixty  last 
month,  but  what  of  that  <  I  am  Mrong  Mill,  as  aa  oat* 
The  farmf*  You  will  see  to  that.  She  is  a  most 
capable  mans^er.  Monsieur  Lareau.  Danger,  you  say  i 
Indians  f  Highway  robbers  i*  I  had  not  thought  of 
tiutt*  I  am  no  ^ter,  use,  and  I  have  i»>  deure  to  lose 
my  scalp.  There  is  iu>t  mudi  hair  Mt,  t»tit  I  need  it 
all.   Tell  us.  Monsieur  Lareau — is  there  really  danger  i  ** 

**  Oh,  yes,  a  little  danger,  of  course,  enough  to  make 
USt  interesting,  but  we  do  not  think  of  that.  I  carry 
a  tttWtvtff  of  cotif8§i  ttid  lobbaw  do  boC  ci£hbi  *— 
one  who  can  hit  a  nail  oa  the  head  at  fifty  yaijds.  Ycs» 
it  demands  a  keen  eye  and  a  steady  hand,  such  as  one 
seldom  has  at  the  age  of  sixty.  No,  Monsieur  Gagnon, 
perhaps  you  had  better  suy  in  St.  Pladde.  But  it  is  a 
piQr,  a  great  pity.  A  mail  wt^  a  tttk  csq^te^  tifee 
yourself,  could  make  a  fortune  ta  a  little  ytrhik,** 

**  But  could  not  one  send  one's  money  f* "  inquired 
Bonhomme  Gagnon,  with  great  eagerness.  "Could 
OBt  aee  itad  it  1^  a  good  fieitad  ike  younelf,  an  old 
coayttiotandn^^awBrf  Umt,iMitMt^^dag 
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to  <kv  to  Kod  ti»t  iic  tutiidred  dollars  bf  Monsieur 
Lareau,  and  to  receive,  say,  half  of  the  profits^  A 
species  of  partttershq;»»  tlu^  If  only  you  woutd. 
Monsieur." 

tK>t  Mofmcttf  Gi^snost  I  could  not* 
iHuidred  dollars  is  a  small  sua  m  Hemdi*  b  tiK 
mining  of  gold  one  requires  ten  times  as  much,  and 
after  that  there  may  be  need  of  more.   No,  let  us  not 
qpeak  oi  it*   It  would  not  be  worth  while." 

"But  MoBiiettr  Lareau,"  perststed  ^  old  mai^  mm 
afire  with  the  gold  fever, behold  the  neighbours  back 
there,  each  with  his  little  store  in  the  bank,  or  in  some 
other  saft  place,  his  two  hundred,  f  :e  hundred,  one 
thousand  dollars,  even.  Then  there  is  that  rich 
Bonhomme  Laroche,  to  ^R^iom  a  thousand  dxMsn  is 
nothing ;  and  Monsieur  Tach^,  who  is  a  lumber  king, 
almost.  Do  not  refuse  us.  Monsieur  Lareau.  G>nsider, 
if  you  please.  We  m^t  easily  raise  as  much  as  ten 

UWUMIIB  OOlian*     iOR  WOUIO  at  SttuKiefK,  woun  tc 

not,  to  buy  a  little  gold  mine  f* " 

"  Monsieur  Gagnon,"  said  Pamphile,  with  an  air  of 
great  sincerity,  I  ask  you  to  observe  that  I  did  not 
make  the  prc^xxsal,  and  that  I  advise  you  <mce  more  to 
be  ooeitimt  with  your  little  three  per  cent,  m  the  BmIe 
€i<^ttbec  Still,  if  yog  iiijiifi  ind  if  Madame  aq^uw*» 
wc  may  consider  the  matter.  If  you  do  not  change 
ymtt  mind,  come  to  see  me  during  the  week,  and  we  will 
tift.  Thoie  wlu>  begin  an  enterprise  like  this,  'le 
pnwHotcfs  iwe  wttt-^^iwBi  i^ffnyff  have  a  ctftaiA  achuBt^j^ 
over  die  otfbeis  ^x^iom  we  take  into  the  company.  We 
are  on  die  i^ound  floor,  you  know,  at  the  beginning  of 
tilings,  aiul  die  othera  we  take  in  above.  Yourself, 
MoiuKeuf  Gagnfwij  to  wbom  die  idm  fint  oocittrcd» 
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would  have  the  precedence  ;  then  I ;  and  after  us  tlw 
oAers  in  their  turn.  But  as  I  have  said,  there  is  always 
aKcbaaceolkm.  Yet  the  profits  are  alluring,  and  the 
search  lor  99ic^  it  (kams  one  on.  But  let  its  not  speak 
of  It  any  more  at  present.  Here  we  are  at  the  church. 
What  a  crowd  of  people  I  Let  us  descend.  Monsieur 
aad  Madame.  Let  us  descend,  my  aunt.  Yes,  Mon- 
■KW  Gagnon,  we  shall  be  charmed  to  drive  back  with 
you  after  Mass." 

During  the  service,  Pamphile  and  h»  aunt,  who 
occupied  a  place  well  toward  the  front,  were  the  centre 
ofall  eyes ;  and  it  is  to  be  subjected  that  the  thoughts, 
a«o,  of  the  peof^  were  oetmed,  not  upon  die  worship 
of  the  good  God»  btft  upon  the  »i«.iifftmf  ttnaget 
was  assisting  at  the  service  with  a  devotioii  that 
have  put  even  the  churchwardens  to  shame.  What 
wmM  the  neighbours  have  thought  if  they  had  known 

^  Aoogto  of  the  fkwi  ftianger  jtt  the  most  soktnn 
part  of  the  office,  when  the  priest  was  elevating  the 
Host,  and  aU  the  people  bowed  in  awe  and  adoration  t 
He  was  thinking  of  the  last  time  that  he  had  assisted  at 
the  hdy  sacrifice,  yrhen  Jean  Ba^ytute  and  he  were 
acolytes,  both  eager  to  hm  the  hoaour  of  ringing  the 
little  bell.   It  was  Pamphile*s  turn  on  this  occasion, 
but  Jean  twisted  the  beU  out  of  his  hand  and  robbed  him 
^h»  sacred  right.  After  this,  as  the  acolytes  knelt 
Wffi  fiaiied  imuSt  behtod  die  priest,  Pamphile  had  said, 
Afough  his  desdied  teeth :    For  this  I  will  kitt  yoit 
one  day,  Jean  Baptiste  Giroux.** 

Now,  after  many  years,  as  the  little  bell  announced 
g<  g^tion  <rf  the  Bon  Dim,  Saviour  of  the  world. 
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those  had  known  him  to  take  him  by  the  hand, 
to  welcome  him  back  to  the  parish,  and  to  remind  him 
of  old  times :  those  who  had  not  known  him  to  look 
at  ^  distimuMiicd  stranger,  to  listen  to  hts  talk,  and 
to  have  Inoour  of  an  introduction.  Widi  a  grand 
and  gracious  manner  he  received  them  all. 

"Yes,  yes.  Monsieur  B^dard,  I  know  you  very 
well.  And  you.  Monsieur  Picard.  And  you.  Monsieur 
PlampBdon.  What  a  pleaMare !  Too  young  to 
remember  t  Not  at  all.  I  was  akeady  Qghttco  yeais 
old  when  I  left  St.  Placide,  now  eight  years  ago.  There, 
MacUune  PouUot,  you  have  my  age  exactly,  but  I  am  not 
aaaNive  on  that  point.  Old  enough  to  be  settling  down, 
you  thinks  Yes,  I  was  thinkmg  of  that  myself.  And 
what  of  the  little  Ddima  ^idiom  I  used  to  see  at  school  < 
Married  I  am  sorry  to  hear  it  —  desolated.  Ah, 
Madame  Poisson,  is  it  youf*  Charmed,  I  am  sure. 
Moottur  and  Madame  Gosselin,  too.  Remember  you  < 
Certainly.  Man  Dimi,  hem  eveiyduag  wBaahmk  to 
me !  Have  I  not  seen  you  passing  along  to  diuidi 
and  to  market  in  your  spring  carts,  or  in  carts  without 
9pnag^  <*  But  now  you  drive  in  covered  carriages  in 
peat  Hyie.  Whtt  graodemr !  magnificence  1 

How  gbd  I  am  to  see  that  everybody  prospers,  dianka 
to  tiie  good  God  1 

"As  for  me,  I  am  doing  passably  well.  Monsieur 
Lebd,  much  better  than  in  those  days.  Did  I  really 
to  QKiMc  in  file  cttt  of  l^far  Bitten  <  Yes, 
certainly,  and  I  shall  not  forget  that  good  butcher's 
boy.  I  was  not  rich  at  that  time,  no  indeed.  The 
little  money  left  by  my  good  father  had  all  been  spent, 
excepting  a  small  sum  in  the  bank  at  Quebec.  Did  I 
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anmm  Nevacb  br  mam  of  fte^lit  cm  ^  viHi,  iio» 
Monsieur  Trembly,  I  m  not  reduced  to  tiiat.  Alter 
Quebec  all  was  easy.  Expensive  living  out  there, 
Madame  Trembly  i*  Well,  you  might  think  so.  Bread, 
twenty  cents  the  loaf ;  butter,  fifty  cents  the  potmd ; 
cggB,  a  dollar  the  down,  and  ao  oa.  If  yoit  coidd  fet 
such  prices  at  Beauport  you  would  soon  be  rich,  would 
you  not  <  But  you  are  already  rich  enough,  as  I  see. 
In  my  days  the  ladies  did  not  wear  those  fashionable 
^1,  dwse  Fttatk  sbota,  nor  those  fine  cloaks  trimmed 
with  lace  and  braid,  so  chic,  so  becoming.  C^eatioi» 
of  Paris,  are  they  not,  Madame  t 

**  Is  there  gold  in  Nevada  <  Yes,  Joseph,  my  friend, 
plenty  of  it,  if  you  know  where  to  find  it.  Does  every- 
body beeome  tiA  out  there  t  No,  I  will  not  say  that, 
but  it  is  a  good  place  for  young  men,  if  they  have  fsod 
health  and  some  intelligence,  if  they  work  hard,  if  they 
do  not  drink  nor  gamble,  nor  keep  loose  company, 
not  steal  horses,  nor  jump  claims,  nor  look  for  trouble 
inanyoteway.  Ycsf  Joaefdi,  it  is  a  good  place  for 
those  who  have  luck,  for  those  who  survive. 

'*  It  would  be  a  fine  place  for  that  son  of  yours, 
Madame  Barbeau,  that  Napolfon  with  whom  I  used  to 
play.  What<  Kere^  Is  this  my  little  Napolton^ 
ilfon  Dtcti,  how  you  have  gmm I  Wmiibmgmcemt 
while  one  is  away  I  You  must  be  twenty-four  at  the 
very  least.  Still  with  papa  and  mama  All  the  rest 
gone  awayf*  Well,  somebody  must  stay  behind  to 
taite  cam  el  ^iMtti,^e  cows,  the  pigs.  It  is  amusing, 
feeding  pigs.  What  appetites  they  have,  what  sweet 
voices,  what  gratitude  1  And  how  they  love  to  be 
scratched  1  Hzl  U»\  The  pleasures  ol  country  UU I 
Nothing  like  that  in  Nevada. 


fltta^  tint  Hill  aetbelttrd  to  anaoge*  I  an  going  badir 

of  ocwrse,  yet  since  yesterday  I  have  had  <Mlier  tfam^hM. 
I  have  allowed  myself  to  dream.  Yes,  Madame,  I  am 
still  umnarried,  an  old  bachelor,  ahnost.  Thne,  the 
ettit  ootflf^bag.  The  young  ladtet  of  Nevada  do 
not  suit  me  exactly.  They  Im  their  merits*  no  doafat^ 
but  as  to  the  figure,  as  to  the  complexion,  as  to  the 
Umpet,  as  to  the  accomplishments  of  the  housekeeper, 
tfiey  are  not  in  the  same  class,  I  will  say,  with  the  young 
ladies  of  Quebec  of  Beauport,  of  St.  Pladde.  ButteU 
nw,  Napoldon,  vAio  is  that  fine4odMig  man  over  tlutc 
in  the  carriage,  he  with  the  grey  hairi*  Monsieur 
Tach£  ^  Ah,  I  thought  so.  And  that  glorious  blonde  < 
Madrmoiwlle  Cfafeiellet'  Gabrielkr  I  do  not  seem 
to  retBcuiber.  ^  I  have  it.  Tbe  ^tfefaeadoljcas 
Baptiste.  There,  the  events  unfold,  the  secrets  are 
revealed.  It  is  fate,  without  a  doubt.  NapoWon,  old 
man,  present  me*  An  rwmr.  Monsieur,  Madame,  my 

Monsieur  Tach^,''  said  Ns^oUoa  Barbe«^  at 
and  Famphile,  hat  in  hand,  approached  the  carrij^ ; 
**  Monsieur  and  Mademoiselle,  I  have  the  honour  to 
present  to  you  an  old  schoolfellow,  Monaeur  Pan^hile 
Laitttt*  of  BIbo*  Kevada." 

**  Much  pleased,  I  am  sure,**  said  Monneur  Tach^. 
**  I  remember  you,  I  think,  on  accotmt  of  some  boyish 
prank  of  former  days.  But  what  of  that  The  follies 
of  thitt  age  are  gone.  Come  to  see  us.  Monsieur  Lareau, 
during  the  wedt.** 

'*  I  will  come  tomorrow.  Monsieur  Tach^  lii^ 
your  permission  and  that  of  Mademoiselle.** 
^  Monsieur  Tach<  smiled.  "  To-morrow  if  you 
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Mouteur  the  stranger.  We  i&A  be  0td  to  tee  foa* 

An  rtvoir,  Monsieur." 

A  little  later,  as  Pamphile  drove  past  the  Giroux  place, 
l»  saw  Jean  Baptiste  in  the  yard  unharaciiiiig  his 

'*Sm,  hm  Baptiste  1  Mm  VtOt  p^i**  ke 
called,  in  a  tone  of  elation. 

Jean  raised  his  hat  and  smiled  as  the  buggy  drove  by. 
In  diat  smile  Bonhomme  and  Madame  Ga^um  obeerved 
only  tfaefmadlygfeetiiigctfaiMdiicti^i^  Mfare 
Tabeau  perceived  the  good-lnnKNttcd  MrfWtwi  el  • 
superior  being ;  but  Pamphile  saw  the  confidence  of 
a  declared  enemy  and  the  menace  of  a  threat  half- 
leveidcd* 

*'IrtichiUyatpresctit»''lieiinaBKtfcd*  "lliewa 
haa  gone  behind  a  cloud.  Or  mm  it  titt  mtmimff  ^ 
lean  Baptiste— a  little  frigid,  perhaps  <  ** 

Did  you  think  so  f"  said  Bonhomme  Gagnon.  ''It 
wasavcryfiriefidfyKdistsrtiofi,  Itfiought.  Strange  that 
we  did  not  see  him  at  the  church/' 

**He  was  there,**  said  Pamphile.  '' I  saw  him 
sqn^roaching  the  carriage  of  Monsieur  Tach<  as  NapoMoQ 
aad  I  came  up,  but  immediately  he  turned  away/' 
_  Wewere  all  k>dcing  at  you,  Uoamax,**  said 
Bonhcmmie  Gagnon.  **  Jean  Baptiste  is  ai  tSt 
the  time,  as  you  know.  Yet  he  also  is  a  fine  young  man. 
Some  say  that  he  is  much  interested  in  Nbdemoiselle 
Taddt  cAitn  say  that  it  is  Mademoiselle  Larocfae 
whom  he  fxmua.  Who  haami  He  coa&fet  m 
nobody.  But  take  care  that  you  do  not  get  is  k&  way. 
Monsieur  Lareau.  It  would  be  too  dangerous.  Hi  ai 
fierce,  at  times,  they  say,  and  strong  as  a  bear." 

"  Let  htm  ke^  out  of  my  way,  then,''  said  Paiiq)hile, 
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a niarl,  for  I  amiioc  acantonied  to  aiide 
iBta^man.  IhaveUvcdtooloBf inthe  Wcftlsrlte. 

t,      might  be  dangerous^  my  good  friend/' 

Bonhomme  Gagnon  made  no  reply,  but  surreptittoualy 
crowed  himself  and  muttered  a  prayer  fcx  protection 
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CHAPTER  XV 

m  ftinwi  op  wm 

Gabrielle  was  much  offended  at  the  behaviour  of  Jean 
Batiste,  not  because  he  had  refused  to  make  the 
sacrtfioe  irfiidi  ite  had  denuttided,  btst  beetiiie  he  1^ 
taken  her  at  her  word  and  had  not  insisted  that  die 
change  her  mind.  If  he  had  given  up  his  great 
enterprise  at  her  bidding  she  would  have  loved  him  less, 
or  not  at  all.  The  knight  who  shunned  the  battle 
became  of  his  lady'a  teata  eouid  never  icotive  ikt  ptbm 
of  love.  But  after  the  battle,  or  during  the  intermissiona 
of  the  conflict,  he  might  at  least  come  to  see  whether 
she  could  not  smile  through  her  tears.  It  was  not 
neeeaaary  to  cfaooee  between  love  and  war  when  a  brave 
man  mi^t  have  both  for  the  asking. 

Gabrielle  wondered  whether  all  men  were  as  obatmtte 
and  as  stupid  as  Jean  Baptiste.  For  his  stupidity  she 
could  pity  him ;  for  his  obstinacy  she  could  love  him — 
ahnoat.  What  an  absurd  person  he  W3»— how  fodoh, 
how  blind!  Who  else  would  have  chosen  the  hot» 
dusty  road,  when  he  might  have  taken  the  quiet,  wood- 
land path,  a  lover's  ^fraik,  by  her  sidci  Since  that 
afteiiwoii  he  had  been  busy,  so  busy  that  he  had  found 
no  tkat  for  frieiidsh^  ao  ttiiae  for  love»  ^iMk  the 
summer  was  slipping  away  and  the  golden  dxgt  ptiitng, 
never  to  return.  Wlien  the  day  of  love  was  gone,  Jean 
would  tqgfct  that  he  had  tranq>led  underfoot  the 
pvedous  jewels  of  the  heart,  the  true  values  of  life,  in 


hit  bliiid  imrMitt  ol  weakh  and  ifoddty  tuoo^ 
tini  could  aot  Mttiify  the  Mill. 

Bfiidti,  da  luccai  fcr  niiidi  h>  mm  woOaag  tm0d 
never  conK.  Jean  was  a  vitionary  penoo,  a  dreamer, 
a  builder  of  cloud-castles.  Present^  they  would  fade 
away,  those  golden  fancies,  l«iving  nothing  but  a 
mliMirkH,  empty  worid,  a  doert,  an  aching  desolation. 
Then,  in  the  cold  night  of  adversity,  he  wovM  Mck  far 
love,  but  should  not  find  it ;  he  would  aid^  bat  should 
not  receive ;  he  would  knock,  but  no  door  wodd  be 
opened.  Yes,  he  should  be  well  ptmished  for  all  his 
ifa^,  aad  shoidd  ipcad  many  days  in  purgatory,  without 
benefit  oi  indulgence  or  interoeanon.  After  a  time* 
perhaps,  there  would  be  forgiveness  and  reconciliation, 
but  not  until  the  whole  debt,  princ^  and  inteicit,  had 
been  paid  in  full. 

So  Jean  was  going  to  fail.  Whobidiaidior  Bm 
could  that  be  ^  Consider  that  tall,  powerful  frame, 
those  broad  shoulders,  the  massive  head,  the  determined 
mouth  and  chin,  the  piercing  eyes,  the  air  of  confidence 
aadiieef&laMitnmeediateairiedaU  before  him.  No, 
k  mm  not  in  Jcaa  Baptitte  to  £uL  Hist  wUdi  he 
b^ian  he  would  carry  through  to  the  end,  in  tpkt  el 
everything.  Every  obstacle  he  -avould  overcome ;  every 
enemy  he  would  trample  upon;  every  hindrance  he 
would  cast  aside — yes,  even  Ae  loving  arms  that  would 
embrace  him  ch :  tender  lieart  that  would  be  to  atoa^ 
And  after  all,  when  success  had  arrived,  with  ridies, 
honour,  power,  and  the  crown  of  noble  achievement, 
he  would  throw  it  all  at  the  feet  of  another— at  the  &et 
cf  Bandtftte  Laioc^e. 

And  why  Blauchette i  Because  she  was  not  proudi 
because  sbe  did  not  mk  imA,  tad  weMMmMiti 


with  Uxtk,  He  had  oofy  to  call,  to  beckon, 
wmM  Mkm  hm      >  huA  yci,  like  a 
So  thefe  wh  •  iwy  the  way  of  Inynil^.  Hhi 

what  Jean  demanded----fulmiinionf  the  surrender  of  ifet 
will,  the  abasem'sat  of  the  ^Hrit.  Ix  w»  too  «|Mil» 
Never  should  he  have  that — never  I 

On  the  contrary,  k  wit  |iia  wl»  should  Mike  the 
wuffiAt,  There  wataflMiopMof  afsiitpnioB* 
a  {Mosion  nor  ye^  wakened,  shintf)eriBf  in  rhe  depths 
of  his  soul.  Fct  him  love  was  a  gentle  eniotK>n  ii4ich 
he  could  subdbe  and  f  orptt  at  any  ttme,  a  pastime  i^ch 

afEurs  of  life.  But  what  mmld  he  be  y^ten  stirred  to 
the  depths  of  his  being  -  v  a  tempest  of  love  <  What 
would  he  do  when  the  master  passioc  was  aroused  and 
assumed  ooatrolf  Itaprt  iMiHdfff  Sueify*  Ponu 
iwr  phwf,  hit  ytrNfHn,  *  Yes,he^vo^ 
f(»get  all  but  love,  and  be  willing  to  sacrifice  all  for  love. 
And  demand  all  <  That  also-  And  if  he  gave  all  and 
dfnu'ff^f^  all,  vtho  cctdd  resist,  who  ooukl  refused 
Qribridk  TaM  WuM  rfw  w^  1km  mm 
to  the  end  of  the  world  ^  Ye8,to^aid«f  ^  woA 

"  Gabrielle,  Gabrielle !  liipt  are  ym,  Ii|ppiiiwf 
Where  are  you,  Gabrielle  ^ 

**  Here,  Mama,"  answered  Gabcielle  fmm  tfp  co  ^ 
of  ^  gsfdea  idww  sIk  was  aktrnf  in  the  ahais  w  aa 
fAi  apple-tree. 

"  Oh,  there  you  are,  day-drean  ing,  no  doubt,  while 
I  have  been  locating  iofs  you  high  »d  low.  And  wlaere 
are  ^lose  flowea  that  you  wan  e»  eat  far  ^  tiMr 
hour  ago  yes,  twohawcs^ 
all  this  time  <  A  fine  wife  yoit 


"  No  VtittT  hakntaat  for  me*"  laid  <  .#abrieUc<  latisb- 

^B|^  ^^Rfil^^v         4lhBNVfiii&  ^liMM^K^  ^HpiNlililllll^  CNiMii'^  ^Bli^  ^dttB^N^  ^^N^lPP^IK 

offiecfs  of  tbe  GmfMOB*^ 

"  For  slufiie,  Galmelle  !  A  red-coat  and  a  heretic." 

"A  red-co3t,  yes.  I  love  red-coats,  so  br^t,  so 
gay.  A  hmtic  <  fkit  at  sM.  A  pood  Catholic  frooi 
At  HifiilaiMii  ^  Sisii«^^4  a  brave,  handmmr  aoldicr.'' 

**Oiteidk,do  «r  ^Hiliof  him.  He  imoc  lor  you. 
Presently  his  re ^  be  transferred  and  he  will 

§0  sway  t(  mak.  cd  ^juetts.  Oh,  I  kno%  tnem  of 
oli^dMsegj'  so}d-'-?s.  lei^  cf^«M^  they  oon4uer,  aad 
ibqr  flHfcfa  ^ivdf .  tMRi.  DdiitAilit 

"  «]lMe  Mb  (rf  something.  Mama.  Who  shall 

ft  ^a»aidas  Vincent,  perhaps  <*  Cr  Isidore 
'BBmmm.:-  Om-  the  wtek,  I  pfrfer  Mdow  he  hit 
wch  i^^qr  hai^  so  neatly  parted  in  the  imddle,  tudi 
wtfM  iMi  curb  and  such  fuimy  little  silv»  \fs  in  his 
am.  has  travelled,  that  one,  in  man>  4ies.  I 
love  ers — ^bey  have  so  many  curious  .        >  tell, 

'fi^btieUe,  be  still.  For  mercy's  sake  stop  yoinr 
chatt  St,  Do  you  know  who  is  coming  up  the  road  t  ** 

**  #ho.  Mum,  who/  A  young  maa^  Iiiiefe^ 
Vhattdiss!'' 

"  Be  tranquil,  my  dear,  >    aoi  Isidoce.*' 

**  Who  then  i   I  am  dying  to  know.** 

"  i.^  iS  monsieur  the  millionaire  of  Nevada.** 

**  Gabrielle,  you  are  dreadful.  Do  not  talk  like  that. 

It  is  a  fine  young  man  of  an  interesting  type.  His  dress 
and  tnsnttym  are  a  little  «««*««««iai.  nexhaos.  but  he  is 
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and  handsoine>iiitfa  an  agolmriaiidioiy  quite  cngi^^ 
—like  an  artist  or  poet,  I  should  say.  And  he  is  rich. 
Yes,  a  distinguished-looking  young  man,  a  personage. 
See,  there  he  comes.  Donotberudetohiin,Gabrielle." 

Gibn^  kad  ae  tboei^  of  being  fade  to  Pta^ifle. 
On  the  contrary,  idie  did  her  best  to  amuse  him  wlule 
her  mother  was  preparing  the  dinner  and  her  father 
was  still  in  the  hayfield.  They  played  croquet  on  the 
lawn,  walked  about  in  the  garden,  sat  on  the  green 
bench  of  the  verandah  looking  out  on  tlK  river  and  the 
mountains,  and  all  the  while  they  talked  of  this  and  tha^ 
of  the  scenery,  the  parish,  the  neiglrbours,  the  tourists, 
of  Beauport,  Quebec  and  Montreal,  of  Chicago  and 
tftt  Far  West,  oif  Nevada  and  the  goM  mines,  of  travd 
and  adventure,  of  pdkics^Kfi,  sad  fd^ieB.  Paii^  Aae 
was  nothing  if  not  interestii^,  for  lirhad4xavelled  mudi 
with  his  eyes  open,  was  by  nature  of  a  ready  wit  and 
tongue,  and  knew  how  to  tell  of  what  he  had  seen  and 
had  aot  seen  w^  a  realistic  abandon  to  was  weU-n^ 
uresistible. 

At  first  Gabrielle  could  hardly  conceal  her  aveiMoa 
for  Panq)hile,  who  was,  she  felt,  some  evil  genius  of 
the  underworld;  but  i^resently  she  foxfBOt  his  out- 
lilidiilh  ilRssr  im  gaudy  jewdiaT,  hii  io^ 
oactuous  suavfty,  and  saw  only  the  tall,  haa^mne, 
mysterious  stranger  who  had  descended  upon  the 
sechided  valley  from  the  great,  unknown  workl  beyond 
iht  mountains.  It  was  a  pleanire  to  hear  him  talk  in 
aa  istimate  way  of  people  and  fMngt,  to  m^A  \m 
animated  gestures  and  changing  expression,  to  wnuter 
what  had  brought  him  to  St  Piaddc  and  how  kjog  ha 
would  be  able  to  sts^. 

Pamphik  was  a  horn  stocy-tdkr,  and,  like  most  of 
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mttSbttlmttSkwmdMfoifasmM,  HenHtiie 
COIR  of  every  incidciit,  die  hero  ol  every  adventure* 
He  spoke  of  the  river  and  the  great  lakes,  of  m^ty 
cities,  of  distinguished  men,  of  the  bufEalo  of  the  plains, 
of  Indians  aiul  bandits,  of  lofty  motintains  and  predpi- 
tBus  ca&jos,  of  ottde  ranches  tod  intnitig  camps,  of 
g^blers  and  shooting  afiErays;  and  always  k  ms 
Psunphile  vtho  had  been  wise  and  generous,  strong  and 
brave,  who  had  encountered  all  dangers,  overcome  all 
dtfficttltifs,  and  who  had  arrived  at  last  at  ^  summit  of 
his  ambition  and  was  now  eiMoyiog  a  wcfi-camad  fHt 
in  die  peaceful  valley  before  plunging  once  won  fltto 
die  tumult  and  struggle  of  the  outer  world. 

Gabnelle  listened  as  one  entxancMl,  gazing  in  wonder 
at  the  moliflt  yet  imctutifele  Cioe  tt  ftiiH^ile»  Heic 
oertaMsr  ins  a  new  type  of  man,  such  as  she  had  not  seen 
in  St.  Pladde  nor  in  Quebec,  and^certainly  not  widiin 
the  walls  of  the  Ursulines.  She  tried  to  imagine  him 
in  the  garb  of  a  priest,  reading  his  breviary,  hearing 
codiwMoti,  ghriog  laaiolitioa.  ^ittRlt  And  horn 
wottkl  he  kx>k  in  them^bcm  of  the  Garriioa  Artillery  <f 
Very  funny,  to  be  sure.  He  wouM  certainly  need  to 
have  his  lak  cut.  What  a  pity  he  had  not  lived  in  the 
tm  of  the  GsMid  lloaardi  as  an  (^ficer  in  a  regiment  of 
cwtlifn  the  Car^nan  Rf pmcnti  fey  emapie  i  Tlww 
he  would  have  been  ahnost  at  hoBie*  But  vAm  a 
figure  he  would  cut  in  the  costume  of  a  habitant  I 
Ridiculous  1  No,  Pafl^>hile  was  a  citizen  of  another 
WQild.  la  the  Wot  he  ww  doubdcM  a  great  man,  not 
at  att  out  of  place,  and  it  was  not  &tr  to  judfe  h&B  hf 
the  standards  of  St.  Pladde.  Why  demand  that  he 
be  exacdy  like  other  pco^^  He  waa  dU&ttBt,  Mat 
bad,  only  difftfcot* 
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**  Gabrielle/'  said  Madame  TacH  after  Pan^hik 
had  gone  am^,  **  you  were  in  your  oipmioii  of 
that  man*  ate  aU«  He  iia  apedctd  actpcai*atyoit 
laid/' 

Why,  Mama  !  '*  exclaimed  Gabrielle.  "  He  is  a 
fine  yotmg  man,  of  an  interestii^  type,  ifis  dress  and 

manners  are  a  Iktk  unusual,  pe^apB»  tmt  he  is  tafl  and 
handsome,  with  an  air  ** 

**'Bt  silent,  Gabrielle.  I  have  changed  my  mind 
since  I  have  been  able  to  observe  him  more  closely. 
It  ii  not  hii  cte^heSy  altt^jetlier,  net  even  his  hsutf  oat 
tfutt  looping  moustache,  but  a  certain  expression  of  I 
know  not  what,  an  indefinable  suggmioa  of  eviL  How 
glad  I  am  that  he  has  gone  !  " 

**  But,  Mama,  you  were  quite  polite  to  him,  and  Papa, 
Doo,  Bcenicg  10  nso  nun  tmercsung. 

''Naturally,  oiie%  polite  to  a  guest.  Aad  he  ti 
interesting,  far  too  interestii^.  He  is  fascinating, 
ahtto^  like  a  serpent.  Your  father,  of  course,  was  glad 
to  hear  about  the  nnnctf  of  Hevacb.  I  hope  he  will  not 
and  aof  flMney  there.  No,  GabrieOe,  ^tt  man  is  aot 
to  be  trusted,  and  I  will  not  have  him  come  agsun." 

**  But,  Mama,heistoooinetophqragaineolao9tct 
to-morrow  afternoon." 

**  Gabrielle,  did  you  invite  him  < 

''  li^Mama.  Yes.  That  is,  he  aifcid  hg  aiWItt 
come ;  and  I,  vrhat  could  I  say  ^  " 

**  TTbat  is  a  pity,  my  daughter.  You  should  have 
^okta  to  me.  What  shall  we  do  (*  We  do  not  want 
10  utictiu  mm.  lacver  «  nave  k*  xott  aMit  pi  aowii 
to  Quebec  m  die  momini^  and  we  will  send  a  messa^ 
of  explanatt(»i  to  Monsieur  hgacmi*  Moter  Sytft 
Anne  will  be  glad  to  see  you." 
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*'  Oh,  Mama,  not  that  f "  cried  Gbbrielle,  with  tears 
ttt  her  eyes.  "  Do  not  make  me  leave  St.  Plackle  just 
mow,  the  lovely  hiUs,  the  green  fieidi^  the  kafy  trees,  the 
cool  air.  This  is  not  the  time  to  go  to  the  city,  so  hot, 
so  dusty.  That  little  dark  cell  will  be  like  a  furnace, 
a  veritable  ptu^ory.  No,  Mama,  you  do  not  mean  it. 
Do  not  send  me  away*  It  woitld  be  too  cruel.'' 

"  Gabrielle,  I  am  surprised  at  you.  Usually  you  are 
glad  to  run  down  to  Quebec  for  a  few  days,  and  Mother 
Sainte  Anne  is  always  kind.  Nonsense,  my  dear  child  i 
you  are  too  silly.  You  shall  go,  of  course,  and  in  a  few 
days,  possibly,  you  may  return.  We  shall  see.** 

**  WeQ,"  said  Gabridle,  with  a  sigh  of  resignatioa, 
"  I  will  go,  if  you  wi^.  You  know  best.  Mama.  As 
for  that  man  horn  the  West,  he  is  nothing  to  me.  Do 
you  think  that  I  shoukl  run  away  with  him  <  Oh,  it  is 

the  quack-doctor  ^om  we  saw  at  the  foir  in  Qud>ec. 
Could  you  not  let  me  stay  another  day,  one  little  day  < 
One  little  afternoon's  amusement,  mie  little  game  of 
croqtiet  ^K^uu  ft  ^lat^  We  must  not  ^^ffttid  peofde 
without  reason,  as  you  have  said,  even  a  sum  fr^m  ^he 
wild  aad  fpseify  West.  Say  yes.  Mama." 

"Yes,  yes,  Gabrielle,  if  you  will  only  stop  your 
chatter.  You  ms*ke  a  person  deaf.  But  remember^ 
rnifTTiiir  ifiy.  tnrt  T"^  irt  nnrm  tr  r  ttut  jmng  mm  iifti  r 
to  miMtow.  Do  not  say  idien  you  will  r^ns.  fiat 
wffl  leaatn  undecided  for  the  present." 

**  iiuna,  you  are  lovely.  You  are  a  saint,  an  angel, 
-  bttd  of  paradise.  And  I,  too,  am  a  species  of  bird, 
rut  very  tame,  I  avure  you.  Do  not  worry  about  me. 
I  will  not  fiy  vm^,  but  oafy  fiutter  abtttt  iot  a  few 

SftCNIflj^  JIQli^^  t^^MBflk  IfetS^^  tHSNBt^ll^^P        ^fal^  €11^1^    St  flB(|H^ 
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cage,  and  Mother  Saiate  Anne  is  a  dear  soul.  I  have 
often  thought  that  I  oould  be  happy  Is  that  hefy  fiktet 
for  the  rest  of  my  life.  Those  who  leave  the  yrorld,  and 
give  themselves,  body  and  soul,  to  the  good  God,  find 
rest  and  peace  on  the  bosom  of  infinite  love,  and  the 
devotion  wydb  they  give  isMtitfiwd  to  diem  a  tlms^^ 
fold.  Those  are  die  words  of  Mother  SatMe  Aem 
herself.  Oh,  Mama,  do  not  cry.  You  are  not  going 
to  lose  me.  I  have  my  moments  of  devotion,  but  they 
do  not  last  long.  I  am  too  fond  of  you,  of  all  n^  dear 
Irtcadi,  of  tfats  brave  f*orid»  and  the  i^es  of  the 
fe%ious  life  seem  dim  and  fiur  away.  No,  I  have  no 
vocation.  There,  dear,  oomole  yomaelf.  Good-night. 
Sleep  well." 

It  is  a  pleasant  game,  croquet,  not  only  because  it 
itffofda  moderate  eaetciK  tad  dumanrfa  a  lufficte 
degree  of  skill,  but  alio  becanae  U  pttaim  of  fiwqueitt 
pauses,  when  the  players  may  converse  about  the 
condition  of  the  lawn,  the  poaition  of  balls  and  wickets, 
die  etfaks  of  various  plays,  dw  itite  of  the  weather, 
aai  idiar  net,  whae  they  aboat  OB  ^  aoit  paa% 
or  rest,  it  may  be,  on  rustic  benches  in  tlK  shade  of 
trees.  It  is  a  game  for  lovers  in  the  springtime  oi  life, 
where  there  is  no  rivahy  and  where  both  mqr  win. 
Bitt  ito  •  ^ord  party  comes  dtere  it  a  ntddea  ehai^ 
^  ^irit  of  rivafay  enters,  and  the  uuMoeot  ganK 
becomes  a  form  of  w»,  a  phaae  nf  tiia  a|Neai  a^||ii 
of  life  and  death. 

"  Ah  r*  exclaimed  Gabrielle,  as  Pamphile  made  a 
teog  b^  **iiuL  was  a  iat  mobe.  Yna  play  well. 
Monsieur  Lareau,  better  than  auf  oat  bk  om  t 
that  is,  better  than  all  but  one." 

''But  one,  you  say,  Madenwiaclle  Tacbf^"  said 


Pampiak,  d&cdng  an  air  of  indifference*  **  And  who 
is  that,  if  I  fluqr  date  to  a^f  " 

Oh/'  said  Galiaeae,  wishing  to  recaS  her  wotdt, 
**  perhaps  I  am  mistaken,  for  it  is  a  long  time  since  I 
have  seen  him  play,  but  I  was  thinking  of  our  neighbour* 
MosMfeuf  CKroiHt,** 

He  said  Pan^^  with  a  racer*  '"Xlie  youth 
who  was  to  have  been  a  priest  i  Yes,  I  remember  him. 
He  must  be  a  man  ty  this  time.  Strange  that  he  is 
still  here  among  the  suy-at-homes.  Did  he  not  dare 
to  nctttufc  oift  into  the  wofld,  iHiere  he  might  meet  wwi 
men*"* 

**  Monsieur  Larcau,"  said  Gabriclle,  seriously,  "  it 
is  evident  that  you  do  not  know  Monsieur  Gironx,  or 
you  would  not  speak  thus.  HeJs  very  brave  and  very 
determined,  anditisferlhat  reason  that  he  will  not  leave 
St.Tladde.** 

"Oh,  I  can  well  understand,  Mademoiselle,"  said 
Pamphik,  with  a  knowing  smile.  "While  there  are 
sudi  attractions  here  it  is  no  wonder  that  he  cannot  tear 
^BH^  aRwqf*  Wst  I  idio  dioBid  to  liiiy  is  St* 
Pladde.  Tell  aw  teat^,  Madftnaiw^r 

Gabrielle  blushed  furiously. 

**  Monsieur  Lareau,  you  take  liberties*  As  for 
Moatkm  Giiouc,  I  know  aodiing  of  his  affiurs,  but  it 
is  said  that  he  has  plans  for  die  impfovement  of  ^ 
parish,  for  the  fTploitatica  fil  ^  iaamt  ^  wm' 
power  and  all  that.*' 

**  Plans  i  "  drawled  Pamphik,  **  Designs  i  Inten- 
^emi  WtMf  I  idao  have  plans,  and  I  bope  that  ^ 
former  candidate  lor  haltf  ofdets  will  not  interfere 
with  tiiem.  So  he  plays  croquet,  it  seems.  A  noble 
fuaa*  ttttlyl  I  liopa       ha  cacda  ia  ochat  fma 
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WMMOHII  MO*         Qm  Wmmt  Ow  SBR  Os  HWHtCT^  OB 

''He  does»"  replied  Gabrieic,  now  eaMtttd  in 
defeoce  of  the  local  hero,  he  knows  how  to  play 
imi^too,^terthanaayo£thetouri^;  anddiaughts 

ckf  an  enormous  rtiitmirai  nuri  he  riniHn  ttl^Mllll^ 
md  lea^  like — ^like — a  paidbopper." 

**AieMiiopperl  Name  of  an  insect  I  Hal  Hal 
TUmmwBod*  Ufatt  a  imml,  that  priest  that  wat  m 
be!  The  sum  of  all  die  odoks  1  Bitt  pcfont  me  to 
ask,  Mademoiselle  the  defender,  if  the  excellent  youtli 
knows  how  to  shoot  with  die  fcvolwr,  of      tie  liii." 

Gabrielle  hesitated. 

**  Why  do  you  ask,  Monsieur  Lareau  C  ** 
**  Because/'  said  Pan^hile,  between  Ins  teeth»  "  in 
the  Far  West  that  it  dK  fifH  d^  thit  one  dMi  fl^ 
and  the  last/' 
Gateelle  grew  pak. 
MBOHBar  lidHKai^   we  oc0eoy    ptcate  to^gBt 
¥^t  I  have  said.  I  did  not  mean  to  <iBmi  yotu 
Monsieur  Giroux  is  nothing  to  me,  but  when  you  speak 
contemptuously  of  one  of  the  neighbours,  I  wish, 
natttia^,  to  ddiead  him  as  much  as  possible.  Soplease 
fefgive  me»  Mmmm*  h.  wm  dttcourteous  in  flM^  I 
know." 

**  Say  no  more.  Mademoiselle  Tach^ ;  it  is  I  ^o  have 
offended.  I  was  perceivii^  a  rival,  that  was  all.  If 
lean  Bipiate  m  not  ^battmrnm  ^  wdbaeMiiBam» 
of  whom  I  have  often  dwiq^  diifiBg  my  long  yoBi 
of  exile.  I  shpridlilie^iiwit  Im  ipifc 
of  old  times.'* 

"That  could  be  arranged/'  said  Gabrielk,  with 
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P^umphile  was  aghast. 

"  To-morrow  1  And  I  had  promised  myself  t-:^ 
pleasure  of  another  game  of  croquet.  Not  to-mor^  *  , 
Msdcmoiwltei  ttir  day  after  to-monow,  let  us  say.  ' 

**  It  is  not  I  who  decides  these  Ma,  Mamimmt 
but  my  mother ;  and  she  is  infiaahlt** 

**  Ah,  cruel  parent !  Yes,  I  see,  I  see.  Because  I 
sfli  not  tn  eligible  parti*  Cntd  patent  I  Bitt  tux^ 
Mademottelle  will  return." 

**  Oh,  yes,  certainly.  St.  Pladde  is  my  home  to 
which  I  return  frequently.  Befoce  the  end  ci  the 
summer,  no  doubt." 

"The  end  of  die  1  Alas,  long  befbce  liiat 

time  I  shall  be  on  my  way  to  Nevada,  never  to  return. 
But  will  Mademoiselle  be  so  kind  as  to  teU  me  whiw 
the  will  be  staying  at  Quebec  t  ** 

**  Certainly,  Monsieur,"  said  Gabrielk,  p«thttiq%« 

Ai:  ite'CbflMHtt  si  ^tt  fTfUltillM-** 

"A  ooBvtM t  jMbft  Dknl  Rot  to  take  tlK  vc^ 
I  Inpe." 

"  Oh  no,''  laughed  Gabrielle,  **  not  that,  althoui^  I 
law  srnnrtimrs  thought  of  it.  No,  only  to  stay  a  iriiSe 
to  teoe^  a  &tle  more  instntctioo  in  music,  rwtntiigi 

"  Yes,  I  know,"  aghed  Panqthile.  It  is  I  yAio  am 
BBnBCO*  Btit  soca  m  BR.  wiicif  imMScne  lacne,  you 
cannot  inu^e  iHm  a  pleasure  it  has  been  ** 

**  Yes,  and  for  me  also,"  said  Gabrielle,  with  a  sad 
Htde  smile.  **  It  is  such  a  pleasure  to  meet  strangers, 
people  who  are  different,  ycm  know.  No,  I  shall  not 
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forgttjfoii.  BitttiMMliliHMiadl&igat.  latittgo. 

Good-bye,  Monsieur  Lareatt*  Good  luck.** 
**  But  Mademoiselle,  I  have  something  else  to  say.** 
"  I  cannot  wait.  Monsieur.  Some  one  is  coming.** 
"  Midcaoisclle,  it  is  of  great  importance,  a  matter 
of  life  and  death,  oonoemtag  our  friend  MooHcisr 
Giroux,  something  which  I  must  tell  to  yoi^  aai  ym 
alone.  Well,  if  you  will  not,  it  is  all  the  same  to  me. 
Adieu,  Mademoiselle*  Much  pleased,  I  am  sure.** 
'*Bit^  MooiiettrLtteau,  can  you  not  write<** 
"Absolutely  impossil>le.  To-motfow  twawtfug  at 
sunrise  I  shall  be  back  there  in  the  forest  where  tlie 
path  crosses  the  Itttk  stream,  and  I  stMOl  mtt  tia 
minutes." 

**  Mootieur,  this  is  too  much.  I  haive  the  honour  to 
hid  you  good  efoiing.** 

**  Good  evening.  Mademoiselle,  and  many  iot 
all  your  kindness.  And  I  shall  be  there  at  the  ttm 
appointed.** 

On  the  foUowtag  monit^  as  the  stm  rote  above  the 

hill,  peeping  through  the  tfitdt  foltage  he  perceived 
Pamphile  Lareau  reclining  upoa  a  mossy  bank  beside 
the  little  brook  that  flowed  tluough  a  shady  glen  to  join 
fbte  SHk  fiver  9bom  half  a  league  below.  His  btoad- 
brimmed  hat  lay  on  the  ground  betide  him,  lut  loog 
black  mane  fell  on  his  neck  and  shoulders,  and  hi  ^nt 
twisting  the  ends  of  his  moustache  as  he  smiled  ezpect- 
airtlj^-«  smile  that  was  not  good  to  see.  In  the  dear 
iBOfsmg  Itg^  there  was  no  illusion  of  toaanct  or 
chivalry  about  Fu^phile.  The  gfamoitr  ol  tke  ev«^ 
twilight  was  gone,  and  he  appeared  as  he  ym, «  beait 
of  prey,  a  panther  ready  to  spring  upon  the  passer-by. 
Suddenly  he  became  aware  of  a  presence,  and  giandng 
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tookiiig  at  liwt  with  awakened  and  startled  eyes.  He 

•iw  ao  change  in  her,  but  snfled  cailiattifw  lit  iloiify 
fOM  and  held  out  his  arms. 
A  fine  morning,  Gabrielle/' 
OabrieQe  drew  back. 

**  You  presume*  Monsieur  Lareau/'  she  said,  ooldijf* 
"  You  presume  upon  a  too  slight  acquaintance.  But  no 
matttr.  Will  you  have  the  kindness  to  give  me  your 
moMgef  " 

**C^,  time  enough  for  that.  The  day  It  yoia^. 
Let  us  talk  a  little.  Let  us  look  at  the  trees,  listen  to  the 
birds,  watch  the  clear  stream  as  it  flows  ak>ng.  Let  us 

enjoy  the  beauty  of  the  morning,  the  charm  and  aeduaioii 
of  the  woods.  No<  What^** 

**  I  have  no  time  for  that,'*  said  Gabrielle,  impatiently 
flicking  her  boot  with  the  riding-whip  which  she  carried 
in  her  hand.  **  U  you  please,  Monsieur  Lareau,  give 
AM  &e  mfflnagf /* 

^Mm^ptf  Thf  rr  is  nn  mfafli,^  tiiM  fi^^qp^^flfj 
mik  a  leir.  "That  was  understood,  waa  k  oot^ 
It  was  only  to  say  good^iye." 

"No  message 

"No.  Tto  is  to  say,  yes.  A  moment.  Made- 
moselle.  Come  badi,  for  the  love  of  God.  U  ts  here, 
the  message,  the  letter.  Allow  me  to  hand  k  to  you. 
It  will  explain  everything.  There,  I  have  you,  little 
bird.  Do  not  wriggle  so.  A  kiss.  One  only.  No  < 
Tkmltiktk'-^bmaodiSma,  Aht  Smi§£eikd» 
ftmm!  Saeril** 

Panq>hile's  note  of  tritmiph  ended  in  a  scream  of 
rage  and  pain,  for  Gabrielle,  wrenching  herself  free 
fiNWi  his  vaap,  turned  on  him  with  flaming  face  and 
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bb«ing  eyes,  and  with  the  raw  hide  whip  struck  him 
twice  across  the  face.  Immediately  she  fled  tfat  faAb 
calling  loudly  for  help. 

''Jeanljcaat  Tone!  Tome!  ilk^i^Dim! 
leant  JeanT' 

With  sublime  faith  in  the  hour  of  danger  Gabrielle  was 
demanding  a  miracle ;  and  lo  I  her  cry  was  answered, 
for  it  was  Jean  himself  who  casne  running  down  the  path 
in  time  to  catdiherin  l^aintaiAtwaseatepotel 
of  fallii^  to  the  ground. 

**  Gabrielle,  ^t  is  it  <  What  is  the  matter,  dear  < 
Ah,  I  see.  The  whip— give  it  to  me.  So  it  is  you— 
MO,  dog!  Stand  dwfcl  A  flae  fm  you  htm. 
There,  take  that— <md  thiti  Shoot,  wouU  you< 
Drop  it  I  Good.  Take  two  more  1  There  1  Aad 
there  1   It  is  a  wonder  I  do  not  kill  you.   Go  1  ** 

Pafliphile  slunk  away  like  a  whipped  cur,  but  with 
ntifder  k  hii  hetft.  Jtm  wmdbtd  Mm       ht  46^^ 
apptaxtd  m  ^  imm      ilbm  tmM 
tn  pain. 

"Gabrielle  I 

But  GMxidk  WM  pone. 
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CHAPTER  XVI 
vm  wrrifiwi  m  wm  wmmm 

"  JiAH  I  Jean  I  To  me  I  To  me  1" 

Hw  cry  tecoM*  but  an  cdw  In  tbe  ftocMcs  ol  tht 
woods,  yet  Jean  oottUI  n^  rid  himself  of  the  feeling  tlutt 
Gabrielle  was  still  in  danger  and  in  need  of  help.  The 
nme  vague  sense  of  danger  had  come  to  him  a  littk 
wtdk  before,  as  ht  stood  on  the  doorstep  of  his  house, 
aDektng  ys  p^  wittc^  ^  sonfiie,  and  fUmm^ 
the  day's  work,  and  had  bcou|^t  him  running  idei^ 
the  road  to  the  Tach^  place  and  thence  down  the  wood- 
land path  to  meet  her  whom  he  bved  best  and  him 
wfaoaibsflHst bated.  Tbeyfaadmet;  thedangerwas 
past ;  and  now  it  seemed  to  Jem  ^  bt  was  tota% 
indifferent  to  Pamphik  and  that  he  hated  GabrieSe 
more  than  any  other  being  in  all  the  wwld.  Aamm 
her  cry  for  he^  (*  Never  again  1  ** 

**Jtaal  Jtaar* 

The  oA  was  Imter  now,  with  a  node  of  MpMseb 
and  the  suggesti(ni  of  a  sob,  but  Jean  gave  no  heed. 
He  only  stood  there,  his  heart  full  of  jealousy  and  ai^;er, 
thinkii^  evil  thoughts.  A  stranj^  meeting,  surely,  on 
^  teoeiy  pa^  at  such  m  tor.  A  ooncideafief 
Hardly.  Pre-arranged^  Doubtless*  To  wkt^  tadi 
Who  can  tmderstand  the  heart  of  a  woman  t  To  meet 
a  strange  by  accident  on  a  Sunday  momii^,  after  Maa^ 
to  have  cgxt  ^ak  aiui  am^her,  a  game  of  croquet,  and 
tbn~-«  Umm§m(iil^kwmMmtm,mAiim 

i 
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boonoeivable  {*  Yes.  Tmpowftlf  ^  Nothing  ii  im- 
possible. Even  the  holy  angeb  could  fall  from  Heaven, 
and  the  Son  of  CSod  might  have  bowed  down  to  Satan. 

BMthewii9#  Jcaaheldttiipiahtackndiedhand, 
a  short  but  heavy  raw-hide  wftii  a  knotted  tail  and 
loaded  head,  a  dangerous  weapon  in  stfotq;  and  deter- 
mined hands.  She  had  come  ak>ne,  but  not  unjmKected. 
And  those  marks  on  the  face  of  Pamphik  i  Inflioed 
bf  ttw  idteac  wli9,  evidcmly.  By  wiiaw  hmAt 
Tht  hand  of  Gabrietk.  Jean's  heart  gave  a  leap  at 
the  thought,  and  he  ahnost  smiled.  SKhe  had  struck 
Pamphile  twice  with  the  knotted  tail,  and  if  Jean  had 
iK>t  come  to  the  rescue  she  woukl  have  turned  at  baf 
and  felled  her  awathmt  to  the  ground  widi  the  leaden 
head.  Brave  Gabricik  I  A  el  wfMi,  iSm,  •  fNi 
worthy  of  any  man. 

How  then  coukl  she  be  ensnared  by  that  spider,  be 
fiMdnated  by  that  serpent  But  she  had  broken  the 
spider's  net ;  ^  hadesa^edttewiiciof  die  serpcfl^ 
A  lover's  quarrel  f  Only  lovers  quarrel ;  the  indifferent 
never.  But  do  they  strike  each  other  with  a  whip^ 
No,  thank  God,  Gabrielle  did  not  love  Pamphile. 

•BDDGHWW*    JW  WBm  CDC  Xd^w  ^^hK  BBmC*  *  9Cf3BBB* 

oeftauily,  that  meeting  in  the  wroods,  but  not  mofe 
strange  than  his  own  arrival  in  the  nick  of  time.  The 
world  itself  is  strange,  and  the  combinations,  the 
possibilities,  infinite.  All  is  strange,  mysterious,  im- 
pwbable.  Nothny cati be f iplatPBd*  Onemratteve 
faith  in  one's  friends,  in  oneself,  hi  God.  No ;  she  cared 
nothing  for  that  reptile.  A  passu^  fancy,  perhaps,  but 
even  that  was  over — else  why  the  blow,  the  flight,  the 
cnrlBrh^ff  On wiwa diit one ^ ^ liomr of 
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but  extremity,  on  Gail* 
•*  Jean  !  Jeau I" 

A  km  voice  seemed  t9  caU  to  Urn  Imtt  tilt  hill,  •  voitt 
m  of  one  in  tears. 

Jean  miokefroailiifftverie,  and  ran  up  the  path. 

"Gabfielkr  he  calkd.  '*  I  am  coming,  dev. 
Nodanger.  Ittihrn.  OafaciiUt  1  QibriiBt  1  irim 
are  you  <  ** 

l^e  voice  of  Jean  awoke  the  echoes  of  the  hills,  but 
dMft  M  ao  other  np^.  Onhe  taa  in  his 

heart,  peering  into  die  woods  on  either  side,  and  calluq; 
mcessantly,  until  he  reached  the  pkioe  where  the  path 
kit  the  forest,  and  he  oottU  see  the  home  of  Oab&lle 
acidiiig  tB  a  hoOovr  m  tiK  aidsc  of  gnen  ields,  with 

domer  madam,  md  Its  massive  stone  diimaey  fmn 
wAddti  a  wiq;>  of  yeJ .  w  smoke  rose  in  the  morning  air. 
It  was  a  picture  of  rr-  o:r  and  security ;  and,  as  ^aa 
loohsd  w§m  the  pe^cxfu!  sv>:^  kt  aMpad  hlMi^  ^ 
hk  feaiB  were  gioimdl.^?.^  It  a  tilt  at  waa  wdL 

There  was,  however,  a  sli^^t  commotioR  a>>ottt  *^he 
plao^  sudi  as  one  might  expect  to  see  on  a  i  arl  day 
Of  aa  the  departure  of  scmie  member  of  the  family  for 
a  to  dK  city.  A  large  vaKse  hqr  on  the  veiaadi^ 
and  at  intervals  Madaaat  Tach^  or  a  «naid  appealed 
with  a  parcel  or  two,  a  parasol,  a  cloak,  a  badcet.  Mon- 
sieur Tach<  and  one  of  the  men  hurried  to  the  bam ; 
peauil^  iSnt  fpeeat  doom  mLfi  flung  open  and  a  prancing 
pair  of  hays  caaie  out  wiii  a  cm^tfit,  as  thnii^  the 
fmaify  were  going  to  Mass,  to  a  wedding  or  iMR^iii 
notable  celebration.  Jean  could  hear  the  wheab 
crunch  on  the  gravel  as  they  drove  around  to  tte 
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front  stqM,  where  the  valise  and  the  parcels  were  put 
on  in  front  with  the  driver,  while  Madame  Tadi< 
mijkktkm  am  oat  of       haam  m  fMdjr  to 

It  was  Gabrielle  herself,  dressed  all  in  white,  like  a 
bnde,  a  ^te  cloak  on  her  shoulders  and  a  white  hat 
w^  a  ttflnle  iMtt  plume  above  her  golden  hair.  Jean 
could  not  see  her  frice  in  die  4irt9nn,  bat  An  Memcd 
loth  to  go,  for  she  ran  hither  and  thidier  sayuq;  food- 
bye  to  everybody,  even  to  the  chickens  and  geese,  patted 
Boule,  the  dog,  on  the  head  with  a  lingering  caress,  and 
ttai  tioew  licr  anni  about  her  fitthcr's  neck,  sobbing 
bttteily* 

Jean  turned  away  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  and  when  he 
looked  again  the  bays  were  prancing  along  the  road, 
strong  and  proud,  as  though  carrying  a  queen  and  a 
ptmonttoawwi^inst.  Nmr  was  princess  mocc 
beautiful  and  more  sad,  for  she  had  the  aur  of  ooe  wfao 
was  forsaking  all  that  she  held  most  dear,  and  going 
away  never  to  return.  As  she  passed  near  the  place 
wfam  Jean  wan  standing  she  looked  up  once  with  an 
appealing  g^aaee,  but  mtdt  ao  ajgn  of  f wofukiM  or 
farewell.  It  was  as  if  she  did  not  see  nun,  but  was 
looking  beyond  into  the  depths  of  the  woods.  As  the 
carriage  came  to  the  turn  of  the  road  Gabrielle  turned 
ttd  wimd  her  haa^crehtef  toward  her  okl  home. 
Feriu^ Jean wasinchidedinth«frvewell.  Atanyfate» 
he  waved  back,  and  as  the  carriage  disappeared  from 
sight  he  thought  he  cati^  a  iustir  of  white  mniit  lof 
him  alone. 

Jean  took  •  ioog  breath,  and  then  aaodier,  to  kc^ 
down  the  tide  of  emotion  that  was  surging  frooi 
thedcpchtof  hisaoitl.  Hica»  pitlliiv  hiaa^  togete 
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wth  a  imgfaty  effort,  he  spfang  over  tlie  finoe  aad 
strode  down  the  road  toward  his  own  home  at  a  terrific 
pace,  as  though  to  escape  as  £ast  as  possible  from  &e 
place  where  he  had  seen  the  vanishing  of  all  his  hopes. 
Wot  Jean  did  not  deceifc  htnseif ;  he  aadentood  it 
«&;  ootild  see  it  all,  as  ni  a  vision.  Gabrielle,  thtt 
angel  in  the  white  robes,  was  leaving  St.  Placide — 
for  ever.  She  was  going  to  a  wedding — her  own — in 
d»  diapel  of  the  Ursulines,  before  a  ocmgrq;atk»  of 
bb^-fobcd  stuns.  She  wotdd  be  a  bfide-^  btide 
of  CSirist.  They  would  cut  off  her  golden  hair,  dres 
her  in  black  fvom  head  to  foot,  and  make  her  say  in- 
finite prayers  by  night  and  day  on  the  cokl,  stone  floor. 
Did  C3irist  denoand  that  ^ 

I  do  not  believe  diat  He  nffi  have  ito^**  aaid  ^aa, 
akmd.  "But  if  so,  I  protest.  It  is  not  just.  By 
Heaven,  it  is  not !  Ah,  why  did  I  not  answer  at  the 
first  callC  Why  did  I  not  foUow<  Fod  that  I  was  I 
Yc^  Ssoif  feed  { " 

**  Not  so  fast,  Jean  Baptiste,"  said  a  voice  directly  in 
front  of  him.  **  Stop  I  You  are  running  me  down  1 
Stop,  I  say  I  There  you  have  done  it  I  Saeri  MMti 
Fboll  Yes,  fool,  fooir 

Jean  stopped  at  iait  k  his  auid  career,  loolnd  aboot 
in  a  dazed  manner,  and  saw  a  little  old  man  piddng 
himself  up  from  the  dusty  ffoad»  i^iile  fiUng  the  air 
with  curses. 

^Uniy,  Monsieur  Laroche,  is  it  you  i  What  is  the 
nnflt <  You  feU  dofim^  Iraaoveryoa^  Swefy 
not.  Mon  Dim,  IXormtxa,  if  I  did  I  am  sorry.  Forgive 
me,  I  beg  of  you.  It  was  an  accident,  I  assure  you.  I 
was  not  thinking;  that  is  to  say,  I  was  thinlting  of 
imnethtng  else*  There,  Monsieur,  aUow  me  to  brush 
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off  die  dust,  and  to  hand  you  your  iMt.  Ob,  tet  I  «■ 
•orry.  What  can  I  say  " 

**  Nothing ! "  said  tlie  old  man,  with  a  vicious  snap 
ti  lAit  jaws.  "  Say  nothing  1  Don't  speak  to  me  1  I 
will  get  even  with  yoit.  Yes,  I  m&  ptmSsh  ywt  fat  tfaii^ 
Monsieur  the  Proprietor,  Vkmmgfum  VPMofai 
that  is  to  be.  Yes,  I  will  show  you.'' 

**  Well,  Monsieur  Laroche,  if  you  fed  like  that  I  can 
4o  m  nofe.  Good-day,  Monsieur.'* 

Not  so  fiat,  Jean  BaptiMe  mkmM,**  mA  m 
man,  with  malicious  deliberaticm.  "  Not  so  fast,  my 
enterprising  friend.  Remember,  if  you  please,  the 
little  payment  that  is  coming  to  me,  the  half-year^ 
interest  diat  will  be  due  next  week.'* 

"  Wen,  what  of  it  C  "  said  Jean. 

'*  You  wiU  pay  it,"  said  the  mnwy  Imrtcf,  «idi  t 
leer,  "  on  the  very  day." 

"  Of  course,"  sud  Jean,  with  conten^.  "  Is  that  all 
yea  iviifaed  to  aqrf 

'*  Yes.  No,"  said  the  old  man,  taken  by  sufpnse, 
for  he  had  expected  Jean  to  ask  for  an  extension.  **  You 
will  pay  it  when  due— on  the  very  day  f  Well,  I  like 
dutt.  It  pleases  me.  It  is  not  often  that  one  finds  a 
young  man  of  tadi  a  talent  fv  aft«*,  of  iwii  pmi^ 
titude.  It  is  a  good  sign,  Jean  B^ptote.  You  wil 
succeed,  no  doubt,  if  you  have  good  luck.  Yes,  a 
promising  young  man.  If  only  I  had  a  partner  like 
yoit,  a  wm4a4m.  WImf  %  oatM  be  arranged, 
oooktitnot^  The&de4iiigtehaiiifaMd,ofcoyiK^ 
but  might  change  her  mind.  Who  can  tell  ^  Women 
are  variable,  as  you  know.  What  do  you  aaf  ,  Jno* 
lad^—ahall  we  have  a  try  f  ** 

**  ilBBtieitt  Lafocht,"  aaid  Jean*  earnestly,  "  I  have 
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die  greater  respect  for  MadenwiaeUe  Kan^ctte,  and 
I  would  iLOt  for  the  world  have  you  persuade  her  to 
dutt^  her  miiid.  These  marriagfn  of  amvenieace  are 

thtiig--flUHmafe  widumt  hywe.** 

BonhomiBt  Larodie  lathed  akmd. 

**  Jean  Bapdste  Giroux,  you  talk  like  a  fool.  Marriage 
of  ooQvenienoe^  And  why  not  ^  The  union  of  two 

flid  t&  dui^  apptiif  to  me  very  convenient  aywt 
iMe.  Moreover,  on  one  side  a  fine  hotel,  on  the  ot^ 
■i  an^le  dowry  —  what  better  could  you  desireV 
Marriaie  without  love^  It  is  to  laugh.  Go  hmne, 
jcaa ;  f^pra  youfsea  oi  lae  aoct  coostocr*  SB 
feet  in  your  stocUngi,  straight  as  a  tamaracki  broad 
shouldered,  stroi^  as  an  ox,  a  great  chief,  a  leader  of 
men.  What  girl  could  not  k>ve  a  man  like  you  f  They 
htm  eyet»  dme  oeatures,  you  may  believe.  And  my 
Bhwhftte—whitt  beauty,  lAut  good  testier,  wfeMt 
csqpadty!  Jean,  my  lad,  it  is  all  ri^t ;  it  will  go,  it  is  a 

match  made,  I  will  m  He9veii«  Ym,muBMm* 
itistobe."  ■ 

Jean  was  tpttdtAtttp  §ot  die  httle  cdd  notkt  pouni^ 
fbrdi  a  torrent  ci  words,  fairly  danced  wkb  fTitt'*iTinf 
and  finally  flung  his  arms  about  the  ynMi  m^t^  mtA 
in  token  of  complete  reconciliation* 

"  Jean,  Jean,  my  son.  It  will  arrange  itself.  Say 
wtMa§,  ImOtmmlmt,  @o.  That  ink  papan^— 
foqset  alboat  it.  What  is  that  an»>i^  friwii;  ypt, 
relatimis.  There,  not  a  word.  All  is  forgottaa.  Qli 
hcMoe,  I  say,  for  the  presmt.  Adieu  1  Adirt  I  ** 

II  was  atiU  early  in  the  morning,  for  Jean  had  been 
iwiyiwiitwwiicawe^aphoug^'<nhoigtlM<iKMMl 
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an  iimneasurable  time,  during  yrbida.  he  had  seen  tim 
past  life  unroll  before  him  like  a  writing  in  a  foreign 
lai^;uage,  dark  and  mraninglcss.  During  that  time  he 
had  MCB  im  IMi^  hit  fHam,  tm  riifiin  iwiiiii  aidt 
away  into  nothing,  and  all  his  fitture  become  a 
The  stm  was  still  shining,  the  ckmds  still  floating  in  die 
sky,  the  grais  still  green,  the  birds  still  singing,  the  air 
•iQl  fpagrant  with  tlK  odmirs  of  pine  and  h^iimn,  of 
crushed  siiaiitbeniea  aaA  wmMamm  imf-%m^m  iot 
him.  The  world  to  him  seenud  odourless,  odouikM, 
silent  as  the  tomb,  because  the  light  and  fay  had  gone 
out  of  his  Ufe  when  a  young  girl  with  blue  eyes  and 
iolden  hair  had  paved  down  tiie  road  dad  all  in  white 
ai  a  hfHi  adorned  for  her  haihMid*  9iiha#«Mnbc4 
at  the  ti«»  cld»  laad,  aai  iimwtwtriy  wodd  waa 
changed. 

The  glory  of  the  world  had  departed ;  the  beauty 
Mgooe;  iBwehadiawBaiiiay;  and ^ wai ao longer 
worth  yMt,  Wtm  the  great  house,  the  wocfc  of  hia 
hands,  his  castle  and  seat  of  pride,  was  like  a  broken 
toy,  a  thuE^  to  be  thrown  aside.  It  had  ceased  to 
intereat  hkm,  hut  still  the  force  of  habit  led  him  thither. 
He  pfoaaii  Ikt  hmA,  and  emcd  ^  gieae  l^iien 
vAxtt  ha  good  nuither  was  preparing  breakfast. 

Good  nuirning,  Jean,"  she  said,  looking  up  with  a 
aafle,  which  knmediately  changed  to  a  look  of  alarm, 
|eaa,«lHliiief  What  is  the  matter  ^  Where 
have  you  been    What  it  it,  Jean,  my  aoe  <  " 

"  It  is  nothing,  my  mother,"  he  said,  with  a  fiigkhe 
smik.  "NodH«ata]L  Uttt  ti»  I  an  a  Mttlt 


'ISmd^  A  putt  mm  Wat  you,  and  itt  thta  tone  of 
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tind!  Very  strange,  that.  Ho,  Jam,      mt  putiag 
OK  oflF.  What  is  it,  then  <  Tell  me,  my  son.**^ 
"  It  is  Bonhomme  Laroche,  my  mother." 
That  old  miser.  What  does  he  want  <  " 

'*  His  money  <  We  have  not  had  k  atz  moacha,  and 
^  loan  was  for  three  years.'* 

It  is  the  interest  that  he  wants,  my  SK^ber,  the 
half-yearly  interest." 

**  that  ii  not  aiKi^  •  nttttr  el  iBtf  dctei  er 
so.  We      pay  htm." 

**  Yes,  we  will  pay  him,  of  coatttf  hot  we  shiU  not 
have  much  left." 

"  Htaense,  Jeaa  I  We  dull  have  still  a  nice  little 
deposit  m  the  bank ;  die  tounsls  owe  «s  a  good  sma ; 
and  to-morrow  we  shall  send  butter  mi  eggs  to  the 
market— five  dollars  worth  at  the  very  least.  No, 
there  is  no  cause  for  worry.  The  business  is  going 
wdL  It  wifl  come  out  all  ts0^  with  the  help  of  the 
feed  God.  Have  cotin|^  or  M»  'Wm  «f 
sowing  will  soon  be  over,  and  you  will  see  the  golden 
harvest,  the  fruit  oi  all  ymir  pbrnnii^  ytm  wodk.  M 
that  is  all— no  <" 

"  Hs  widHs  to  btqr  a  tesbead  lor  hit  dnq^.** 

"  For  hk  ^Higfattt^-^  Bhachitte^  Yes,  I  know. 
All  the  rest  are  married — long  ago*  Only  the  little 
lUancfaette  is  Idt.  Not  so  very  little  now,  nor  so  very 
young.  Let  us  see  — ten,  twenty,  twenty-five,  yes, 
twotty^  yetts  ^sk  mmmtx,  I  nmtahu  wstt 
fourteen  years  after  we  csne  to  the  paMli.  Hay  me 
sufficiently  poor  then,  those  Laroches,  poor  and  not  at 
all  proud.  But  they  are  not  so  very  proud  even  now, 
Miough  qiite  fidi.  Aad  Oie  httie  Kaachette  was 
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pretty,  too,  before  the  smallpox.  A  clever  girl,  and 
excellent  housekeeper,  a  manager  from  the  bottom,  a 
worker,  too.  No,  it  is  not  a  bad  suggestion,  not  at  all. 

"  Yc^  Alt  fio^ki  be  a  fiMS  partner  §ot  ona  vho  owns  a 
hauA*  No  fear  ol  feihire  after  that.  All  tmirty  gone, 
CQOoeni  for  the  future.  The  dowry  would  be 
considerable.  She  would  have  that  fine  farm,  with 
cattle,  horses,  p^,  sheep,  inq>lenient8,  furniture,  linen, 
attii  1^  lihuti  Bot"tft  apaik  iiiftitty  ^  ^^^  %MrtfT  -  Boiii^ 
homme  Laroche  has  explained  it  to  me  maay  times.  A 
strange  man,  that.  A  miser,  true,  but  a  just  miser. 
Ht  will  have  his  money  always,  to  the  last  son,  but  no 
ttofe.  I  liope  diat  we  au^  be  able  to  pay  him 
n^bis  dtte.  Dme  tfe  ff^ui  liAs  in  an  entmprae  like 
this,  and  great  responsibilities.  The  alliance  would 
settle  everything,  remove  all  difficulties,  dispel  all 
clouds.  Think  of  it,  Jean.  The  two  farms  united— 
a  vetftabk  etfate,  a  seigniory,  afaooM.  Ak,  wf  son, 
if  your  father  were  alive,  how  pleased  he  would  be  ! 

**  My  father,''  said  Jean,  thinking  aloud,  wouki  he 
have  sold  himself  in  this  way,  I  wonder  i  ** 

^  Your  father,  Jean,  would  be  pleased  to  see  your 
piiiptiity,  at  I  have  said,  btit  for  htmsctf  he  dui  set 
regard  such  things.  They  had  no  power  over  him. 
He  did  not  know  the  value  of  money,  that  man.  For 
him  trudi,  honour,  a  good  name,  were  the  true  values, 
more  precious  diaa  rubies,  more  desirabie  tiln  aU  the 
(Dideltewo^  Aadlewtf  Yes,  k>ve  above  all. 
He  alto  could  have  married  an  heire»,  the  daughter  of 
a  rich  merchant,  a  ship-owner.  Beautiful  she  was,  I 
must  oonfest,  beautiful  and  accomplished.  Yet  he 
pttfinted  tut,  me.  I  sever  knew  Ah,  Mon 
MMmt  wBK  uevuuuB  I  uKi  se  cver  leyici  n  f  ne 
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never  laid  w.  On  the  oontnry»  lie  —and  me  tmnf 

times         And  I,  did  I  tt^gttx  &e  poverty,  die  woA, 

the  long  years  <  No,  it  was  my  glory.  And  you,  Jean, 
nQT  son,  are  like  his^  aiMl  I  know  iHiat  yoit  will  do* 
Yci,  lad  ysit  ane  r^t,  both  of  you.  Land,  cMde, 
money,  are  very  fine,  all  right  in  their  place,  tmt  in 
comparison  with  love  they  do  not  count  for  much.  Ah, 
selfish  old  woman  that  I  am  to  wish  you  to  give  up  so 
aw^fef  ^  fi^of  adowry.  Jean,  my  son,  yon  4uA 
not,  you  oottld  not." 

"  No,  my  mother,  it  would  be  impossible." 

**  Well,  let  us  say  no  more  about  it.  Let  us  think  of 
something  else.  There  are  still  good  fish  in  the  sea, 
i^hotii^  diey  are  often  hwd  to  ottdh*  ThM  l^lle 
Gabrklle,  for  example,  the  most  beautiful  gU,  Aey  vef, 
in  all  die  parishes.  Even  in  Quebec,  thoe  is  not  her 
equal.  They  are  rare,  you  know,  blondes  of  that  type, 
widi  hair  like  a  sunset  ckxsd,  not  red,  not  gold,  but 
WMUfttMi^  of  bodi,  nd  changing  w^  Ifac  I^hSl 
such  a  complexion,  such  a  lovely  face,  and  a  smfle  due 
touches  the  heart.  A  sufficiently  good  tenqier,  also, 
not  meek,  but  high-spirited,  polite  aad  altoged»r 
charcBuig*  An  amf^  dowry,  too,  which  is  not  to  ^ 
despised  when  all  die  rest  li  ^cf<e*  ft  oottlfiNilni  to 
mdependence  and  harmony. 

**  A  most  independent  young  lady,  not  eaf  'ly  caught, 
I  should  say,  but  a  prize  for  any  fisherman.  I  have 
heaid  of  wvend  yoitiig  mm  who  have  aspiratkm*— a 
brave  yocu^;  officer  of  the  Artillery,  for  one.  They  are 
dangerous  rivals,  those  young  soldiers,  with  their  fine 
ck>thes,  their  noble  bearing,  their  setf-ocnfidence.  I 
remember  them  well.    Tluy  are  irresistft)le,  almost. 

AflMt '  ^ftStf^MttAlSar  «■  glO  MmlMMMnV-  lMBli2AtfMfe#>  -^MuS-  -  -Im**  -^M^A  M^ktfk. 
•VmW*  ^wHMpSIWPv  mP  jBw  VPftUwUfll*  W  WBKmmml/KmmL'  "^BiHtl  D^n  V^BB  bIDD 
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would  be  at  home  in  any  society,  high  or  low.  She  win 
fly  away  some  day,  I  fear.  I  don't  like  to  think  of  that, 
for  the  parish  will  be  diffmnt  without  her.  Ycs»  my 
different. 

**  But,  ^m,  what  is  Htm  mmmi  UPhcfc  m  yoa 
going  <*  Sit  down  again,  please.  Your  htakbm  u 

just  ready.  See,  I  have  something  that  you  Uke,  a  nice 
pieoe  of  ham,  some  eggs,  and  the  moat  delict  pan- 

Thank  you,  dew,**  said  Jean,  wtaffly,   hut  I  hm 

no  appetite  this  morning.'* 

**  No  appetite  i  That  is  serious.  What  is  wroi^  < 
Work  to  do  i*  Nonsense  1  How  can  one  work  if  one 
docaaoteat^  Do  not  go,  my  son.  At  leaat,  come  back 
•000,80011.  There,  I  have  dfivca  hun  awqr*  Tiftativc 
cid  wnwifflfit  Sti^  old  cteature  I  Ily  poor  Jean  t " 
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btid  summers  are  warm  in  St.  Pladde— how  elM 
could  die  cfopt  ol  hay,  oat%  and  poCttoct  earn  to 
maturity  ^--bttt  usually  the  i^ts  are  oool»  that  tte 
habitants,  who  have  tdled  many  hours  in  tht  hot  sun, 
may  enjoy  refreshing  sleep  and  be  ready  at  the  point  of 
dm  lor  the  work  of  another  day.  But  now  and  then, 
in  the  dog  days,  there  ooiBes  a  bltsteruig  d^.  Mowed 
by  a  hot  and  sultry  night,  when  tked  peoi^  Ut  awriw 
for  hours,  longing  in  vain  for  rest. 

The  night  following  the  defMirture  of  Gabrielle  was 
aych  a  ai^  as  tfaii»  and  Jeatt  B^^ti^  findmg  the  heat 
of  his  attic  msupportable,  went  out  on  raSed 
terrace  that  crowned  the  roof,  and  lay  down  under  the 
stars.  There  was  not  a  breath  of  air,  and  no  sound  to  be 
heard  but  the  steady  murmtur  of  the  river  in  the  valley 
bdow.  The  beasts  that  prowl  by  mi^t  made  no  noise; 
the  bns  flitted  silently  to  and  fro ;  now  and  dien  an  o^ 
passed  like  a  shadow;  here  and  there  the  lamp  of  a 
firefly  glimmered  and  went  out ;  and  the  stars  twinkled 
wearily  as  though  they  would  fain  close  their  eyes  in 

Jean  did  not  sleep,  but  lay  thinking  of  his  past  life, 
his  ambitions  and  struggles,  his  hopes  and  fears,  his 
successes  and  failures,  as  though  trying  to  strike  a 
hakoBt  of  profit  and  km  that  should  give  value  to  his 
life  fit  'id^fiw  how  M^^f  wef  liH- wBi^^aod  OMsaHBi^ 
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He  had  always  amuncd  that  life  im  viMli  WttHf^ 
but  why  <  In  God's  name,  i 

know,  to  undcrataad  i  He  had  fcad  much  in 

to  ititk,  to  gucM,  to  imagiat  the  answer  to  ^  riitlfli 
of  existence,  but  with  idut  result  <  All  wm  apiHf » 
shrouded  in  darkness,  silent,  speechle»,  with  oidy  a 
twinkling  liglu  here  and  there  to  kad— or  mislead.  To 
htmmi  idHt  OMild  aot  bt  tad  el  tit,  far  wImk 
mM  mm  know  <  Nothing. 

To  k>ve  f*  Ah,  there  was  something  to  fill  the  heart 
with  ioy^— and  pain.  When  one  finds  a  human  being 
m  beautilul  tfaat  one  would  gaze  on  her  for  ever,  so 
ipB^Mthetic  Ibit  fli  her  tnuptnif  one  has  aa  taduring 
sense  of  harmony  and  peace,  so  dear  that  one  would  fain 
be  with  her  until  the  end  of  time  and  afterwards  in  the 
eternal  world — ^when  one  finds  such  perfection  of  loveh- 
9ttftf^9utS^  A  M  tibe  peffectwa  of  OBHiCBoe  to  love  wbA 
tobelovid.  Yes,  btt  if  one  were  not  loved.  WmiStm 
early  morning  she  went  away,  of  her  own  free  will,  to 
be  die  bride  of  another,  what  coidd  one  do  with  that 
consuming  love  but  tear  it  from  the  heart,  that  one  might 
ff99  obwCm  Bcarc  sKi  totti  to  uK  wots  ot  tat  f 

Tht  wofk  of  life  f*  There  at  last  was  tomtAiag  lar 
the  strong  hand  and  brain,  something  to  occupy  the 
thought,  to  drive  out  the  q;>irit  of  deq>air,  to  fill  the  life 
actkm,  to  anise  one  to  forget  lit  myttery  of 
f  Tiitf  nr  f  and  the  shipwfeck  of  love.  Toworl^tobtHlli^ 
to  create,  to  find  the  expression  of  oneself  in  the  woiiE 
of  one's  hands,  and,  finally,  like  God,  to  pronounce  it 
good — there  was  achievement  to  satisfy  the  soul.  If 
oufy  the  wo^  of  man,  like  die  wo^  of  God,  oouU 
iMt  let  ever  f  Yet  cvaa  tee  woidd  pass  mf*  Oat 
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ol  the  darimcH  d  primeval  cliaof  all  had  come ;  bidl 
tochaofanddarknesaaUvouldgo.  Yea,  even  the  works 
of  God.  And  God  Hunaelf  r  What  waa  He  but  the 
cnMor  of  a  van  aiw«»  the  apirit  of  dicat  iBd  ftttOtty  ^ 
MMmtimtk  that  H»itpiMiitiHiMiiHi«iii^^^^ 
What  wonder  < 

Jean  Bs^tiste,  as  he  lay  there  in  die  gloom  of  night, 
was  wandering,  in  thought,  away  from  the  realities  of 
daOy  1^,  £tf  finon  ^  ttoddea  ptifaa,  beyond  tSi  fand- 
madn,  into  the  confuaed  and  mtaty  itgiona  where  no 
reason  dwells,  but  doubt,  madness,  and  fell  despair, 
and  where  there  is  a  downward  path  diat  phti^^  the 
lost  aoul  into  the  abyss. 

rfon  noe  cvu  oicaana  ne  was  awnciWQ  oy  tnc 
rumymg  of  thunder,  and  the  falling  of  great  drops  of 
rain  from  a  black  ckntd  that  passed,  iBce  a  curtain,  across 
the  sky.  Flaahes  of  lightning  lit  up  the  valley,  showing 
file  trees  of  ibtt  fnrcst  bending  bciore  the  vnbid,  while 
here  md  there  a  bR^Ben  trmii  stood  erect  msA  ntkitt 
limbs  from  which  the  branches  had  been  torn  by  ^ 
fury  of  the  gale.  Presently  the  storm  arrived,  shaking 
die  house  to  its  foundations ;  the  rain  came  down  in 
toRcms;  and  from  die  inky  dqrdiere  feu  Ml  forks  of 
^l^ifpfrig  fi^owed  by  crashing  thunder,  At  aomd  of 
^^&Bg  trees,  and  the  cries  of  terrified  beasts  and  men. 
It  was  a  terrific,  a  sublime  spectacle,  a  display  of  power 
before  wduch  tlK  timid  soul  cowers  and  shrinks  and 
secfai  s  p^Me  of  itfuge,  s  hc^  wherein  to  ampt  if  ^ 
any  dia^  it  may  escape  the  vengeance  <rf  ^  awfrd 
power  against  which  it  cannot  contend.  Not  so  Jean 
&^)tBte,  who  enjoyed  the  refreshing  bath  of  rain  and 
the  brilliant  display  of  colour,  and  to  whom  thunder 
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the  thunder  has  not  yet  been  touched  by  the  lightning. 
But  wddo^  there  appeared  a  gteat  bia«e  of  violet  lights 
widi  a  Utik  cradding  noise,  and  for  Jean  Baptiste  Utt 
show  was  ended.  The  bolt  of  God  had  fallen  upon 
La  Folie,  and  the  master  of  the  house  was  very  doee  to 
death. 

iBunediately  sdEiBer  ditsy  at  it  secaied  to  Jrm  it  wv 

more  than  an  hottr--4ie  1^  himi^  roiq^  ^dBCB*^ 
heard  a  voice  calling,  as  from  a  great  distance. 

'*  Wake  up  1  Wake  up,  Jean  I  Mon  Dieu,  will  he 
never  hear<  Wake  up,  I  say.  We  must  get  down 
out  of  this.** 

"  Get  down  i  **  said  Jean,  drowsily,  without  opening 
his  eyes.  **  Get  down  <  But  no,  it  is  comfortabk 
here.  Let  me  alone,  please.   I  am  sleepy,  sleepy.'* 

**  There,  you  are  all  right,  I  see,**  said  the  voice, 
louder  now.  But  get  19^  qiadi,  quick  1  Get  «^ 
or  I  wiU  throw  you  cbim.  SaeH  fml  Xikt 
that  I " 

"Don't  kick  me,"  said  Jean.  Then,  Ofw^ig  his 
e|Ci»  be  stwcd  at  his  naflant. 

**  Oh,  it  is  you,  Pamphile,  and  you  kick  me  <  Well, 
I  don't  wonder.  Do  it  again,  my  friend,  and  after  that 
I  will  throw  you  off  the  roof.  But  how  black  your  face 
is!  And  where  is  your  hair  Mon  Dieu!  What  has 
os^ipeQra  f 

Happened  i  Sacri  bleu  !  Yom  haum  is  on  fire. 
I  tell  you.  Fire  I  Fire  I  Get  up,  you  oirsed  ulao^ 
and  save  yourself.   For  the  last  time-^ct  up  !  " 

As  Jean  rose  to  his  feet  black  volumes  of  smoke  were 
rolling  up  from  the  stairway,  and  he  could  hear  the  roir 
of  flames  bebw.  He  started  down  the  stairs. 

fitA  theiCt  miMl  i "  velkd  P^uaoluk.  "  iB^ad 


tluit  way  two  minutes  ago,  and  see  me  now.  This  way  1 
IPb  twi%  down  die  tool  on  this  side  and  then  junq> 
to  the  ground.  Are  you  ready  ^  " 

*'Yes/'  said  Jean,  slowly,  "and  I  am  sorry  tfaat 
I  struck  you  with  the  wfa^  It  would  have  btea 
better  

-ShatuprsadPamrhile,  savag^.  "YouahaU 
Ittf  diat,  oh  yes.  But  at  preseitt  we  nmst  warn 
ourselves.  Diea,  but  it  is  hot  I  This  way.  The  roof 
will  hold,  I  think.  Prepare  to  jump  in  a  moment. 
No,  that  will  not  be  necessary--they  have  placed  a 
ladder.  Theie  is  some  attel^ence  left,  I  see.  Steady, 
now.  Slowly.  No  daofer.  There,  ymi  ut  on  eardi 
again.  Par  DUu  !  It  was  a  close  shave.  The  roof 
has  fallen  in.  Madame,  I  have  the  honour  to  present 
to  you  Mbnseigneur  de  la  Folie,  the  biggest  Hamn 
§901  ta  St.  Pbcide^^yei,  m  aH  Catttda.** 

"  Listen  to  that,"  said  one  of  the  neighbours,  who 
had  hastened  to  the  scene  at  the  first  alarm.  "  TTiat  is 
what  I  have  always  said.  Jean  Baptiste  was  a  big  fool 
tebaadahouielike  that— yes,  a  damn  fool,  as  Monsieur 
die  millionaire  has  said.  B  is  a  brave  that 
millionatee.  And  *f"<r— t  is  dad  to  see  her  sea 
again." 

"Yes,"  said  Bonhomme  Gagnon,  with  an  air  of 
wwpoftante,  *'tt  was  I,  you  see,  yibo  was  the  first  to 
ifi^.  Afaeady  the  hoitte  was  in  flanMS.  The  people 
were  safe— that  is  to  say,  all  but  Jean,  who  sleeps  in 
the  attic.  Madame  was  distracted,  frantic.  *  Where  is 
Jean  <  Oh,  where  is  Jean  i '  she  screamed.  *  Jean,  my 
lean !  He  wiB  be  btnned  to  death.'  She  rushed  to 
die  door,  going  to  ma  upstairs  through  a&  dK  sraofci 
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Wait  a  minute.  Jean  will  waken*  no  doete#  m  * 
taomtOL  If  not,  I  wiB  fo  oafictf.'  But  At  moM 
not  Miten* 

''Then  comes  along  Monsieur  Pamphile,  his  face 
white  as  a  sheet,  but  all  marked  with  red  stripes  as 
thot^  9omt  one  had  strudt  him  widi  a  laali.  What 
was  tte  cat»e  of  that,  I  wonder  <  *  Stop,  Madame  I ' 
he  cried.  '  I  will  find  the  little  priest.  I  will  bring 
him  down  to  you.'  He  did  not  go  in  by  the  door— 
that  was  inq;>ossible — but  climbed  up  to  one  of  the 
wndom  of  tat  lecopo  noor,  ana  wuii  uu  inac  b 
a  good  man  gme  to  his  deadi/  said  I  to  myietf.  Bat 
presently  he  appeared  on  the  roof,  is  you  have  seen. 
It  was  lucky  I  thought  of  the  ladder,  was  it  not  $*  It 
was  I  who  said :  '  Bring  the  ladder.'  You  heard  me, 

''Yes,"  said  Damase  Gosselin,  with  a  mSnt  **fm 
were  saving  the  life  of  a  tourist,  I  think." 

"  Naturally,"  said  Bonhomme  Gagnon,  with  some 
aqperity, "  I  was  assisting  everybody." 

iUid  iiKaiiii^itk,'*  ooittkoed  Xteaw,  **  tltt 
Mie  from  Nevada  ascends  to  the  rescue  of  Jean  Baptiste. 
It  is  a  hero,  that  millionaire.   But  where  is  he  i  Dis- 
appeared, vanished  1   That  is  the  way  with  heroes. 
They  are  modest  people.  One  never  Iwars  diem  Mow 

Af^KAMk  dMMHA  tikJMMK 

inesr  own  nora* 

"  That  is  true,"  said  Bonhomme  Gagnon,  nodding  his 
head  vigorously.  **  The  brave  are  always  humble. 
That  is  the  way  with  me,  for  example.  I  never  like  to 
ol  myself,  for  hat  aomebody  wiH  knsgh  at  me.  ft 
m  enouf^  to  have  a  good  conscience,  no  matter  wiutt 
pcqpk  think.  But  I  will  tell  you,  in  confidence,  that 
^  m  I  who  first  aaw  the  fire,  who  i^ve  the  alarm* 


Without  me  no  Pamphile,  no  Jean  Biq;>ti8te  *<*«*^^«'Fig 
by  die  ladder.** 

tbft  neighbouie  ccoipded  thout  Bonhotmne  GipuB» 
liK)  went  on,  impressively : — 

**  Yes,  I  heard  the  clap  of  thunder,  of  course*  Who 
could  sleep  on  such  a  night  i  *  There/  I  said,  *  some- 
uung  was  scrocx.  ui  Fone,  pernaps,  attnoun  atooe 
on  ^e  hill,  with  no  lightning-rods/  I  went  to  lodk, 
but  could  see  nothing.  At  the  next  flash  there  was  La 
Folie,  the  same  as  ever.  It  was  only  a  tree,  I  thought. 
Soon  the  rain  ceased,  and  I  sat  on  the  steps  smoking 
my  pipe,  and  looking  at  the  douds  as  diey  deated  away. 
I  thought  to  myself :  '  La  FoUe  wffl  get  it  sooner  or 
later.  The  good  Ckxl  does  not  love  a  man  like  Jean 
Baptiste,  so  proud,  so  ambitious,  so  avaricious,  one 
yifbo  would  change  everything,  overturn  everything — an 

MHKmit  mmOKt     TO,  hK  gOOd  iJOO  Witt  ptRBHI  BiSi 

some  day.'  It  was  prophetic,  that  thoiq^  of  mine, 
for  after  a  vrhiit  I  saw  a  bright  l^t  in  one  of  the 
windows  at  La  Folie,  and  then  a  great  blaze  that  lit  up 
the  idiole  house.  I  made  a  jun^,  you  may  be  sure, 
called  Marie,  Fran^ou,  Isidore,  Siinette  att  0»  family. 
*KreI  Fire  1'  I  called,  and  ran  as  &st  as  I  ooold 
hill.  Dim,  but  it  was  an  excitement." 

**  What  a  pity  that  you  cannot  run  fast,  lii!bnaeur 
GagnonI**  saui  Damase.  '*  If  you  had  arrived  sooner 
you  might  have  saved  Jean  yourself.*' 

"  Very  true,''  said  Bonhomme  Gagnon, "  and  I  would 
have  done  it,  you  may  be  sure,  but  for  those  tourists. 
When  I  arrived  they  were  descending  from  the  wmdows, 
SMM  in  n^t-gowns,  sMne  widi  trousers  on ;  ttdone* 
that  Ingtttfiman  over  ihm,        ai  his  dotfaes^  aa 
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brmg  me  a  ladder  I  will  step  out  of  this^  for  it  is  deuced 
hot.'  I  ivM  carrying  the  ladder  iHioiMidant  appeal 
Wsii^juig  ncr  fWTOi  no  hnb  oone  Fm^nH^r  a*  y«» 

know." 

The  Englishman  ofiEered  to  pj^  you  well*  no  doubt»" 
suggested  Damase. 

''Yet.  No.  Hutt  is  to  say,  he  flMBtioiitd  a  certata 
nm»  hot  I  could  not  think  of  tt.  I  was  saving  hk*  you 
see,  human  life,  which  is  of  more  value  than  money. 
Afterwards,  if  he  liad  felt  that  his  life  was  worth  five 
or  ten  dollars,  I  might  have  been  persuaded 
But  I  could  do  nodttiv  for  htm.  liatoK  wanted  tie 
ladder  for  her  son,  who,  naturally,  seemed  of  great 
importance  to  her,  and  I  ^aced  it  by  the  roo^  just  in 
time." 

Monsieur  Gagnon,"  said  DamaM,  emphatically, 
"yott  abo  are  a  hero,  that  »  evident.  What  a  pity 
diat  such  heroes  cannot  receive  a  substantial  revTard — 
five  dollars,  at  least,  for  every  life  that  they  save  !  The 
life  of  that  Rng^<'****"''y»  must  be  worth  at  least  that 
amount.  Let  us  9^  him  for  it,  Mcmsieur  Gagpacu** 

''No,  aof  ^^ered  Bonhomme  Gagnon.  ''I 
would  not  for  the  wo-ld.  He  has  lost  htt  cye-f^ba, 
and  is  in  a  bad  temper/' 

"  True,"  said  Damase,  **  and  when  you  took  the 
ladder  away  he  was  in  a  finr  rage,  ft  was  a  pleasure 
to  see  him.  His  bath-tub  also  was  consumed,  and  h» 
spot^.  But  the  good  God  let  him  off  easy  compared 
with  poor  Jean.  But  tell  us.  Monsieur  G^on,  is  it 
true  Jean  has  said  that  the  good  God  did  not  cause 
die  fire  f  Iihensifiyaaaite^aB^eytqrf  " 

''Hot  10  kmd,  Damase,"  whispered  Bonhomme 
C^igDOB*  **%        totr  yott.  &e  hmi  over  there 
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as  he  watches  his  fine  house  burn  to  ashes.  He  is 
angry,  as  you  imagine.  He  has  lost  money^-mocc 
tlaB  tht  htm  is  worth.  Insuraaoc^  ffeae  at  ai. 

He  was  a  fool^  as  Pamphile  has  said,  one  with  too  much 
confidence  in  himself  and  too  little  in  the  good  God. 
An  atheist^  Very  Ukdy.  Who  else  would  want  to 
bisild  aa  hoitd  m  &.  Placide,  to  bring  touristi  to  our 
peacefis!  paroh,  to  tntrodticc  strange  fashions,  to 
corrupt  tLe  youth,  to  overturn  everything  (*  And  he 
wishes  to  make  a  dam  across  the  St.  Ange,  to  build  a 
factwy,  to  create  a  city.  Yes,  he  would  change  all  the 
old  Wi^ftf  die  good  fiiifotHs,  holy  ifl^poni  eves* 
Aa  adittie^  Very  Iftdy.  But  die  good  God  was 
against  him,  as  we  have  seen,  and  Jean  Bapttste  i» 
finished.  He  will  be  a  habitant,  like  the  rest  of  us,  or 
he  will  leave  the  parish.  Well,  let  him  go.  We  were 
here  before  he  was  bom,  and  shall  be  all  ri|^t  after 
hj  is  gone.  St.  Pladde  has  no  need  of  Jean  Bs^ytiste." 

The  mind  of  Bonhomme  G^on  had  been  poisoned 
agidnst  Jean  by  his  association  with  Pan^hile  and  Mire 
Tabeau,  and  die  rest  <d  the  neighbours  were  strai^dly 
ready  to  ^biak  tt  of  htm  and  to  belkve  that  he  tmi 
been  jusdy  punished  for  his  pride  aiul  presunqp- 
tion.  He  had  wished  to  set  himself  upon  an  eminence 
far  above  the  neighbours,  and  had  tried  to  make  himself 
a  great  tord,  a  species  of  pc^  in  the  parish  of  St. 
Pladde;  but  the  good  God, seeii^  diat  Ik hdd  h»  head 
so  hq^,  had  brought  him  down  and  humbled  him  m  tibe 
dtttt.  His  great  house  was  a  heap  of  ashes ;  his  plans 
were  shattered,  his  prospects  ruined ;  and  he  who  had 
dKNute  <!tf«^^ritf  iSm  oaREectiaB  of  sM  die  vHtnei.  At 
sum  of  an  the  taksts,  was  findti^  by  biner  npttkmt 

umR^  sw  was  m  %nninipwg  iihiii  ■    uvujf  BSB  S8BB 
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learn  this  lesson,  sooner  or  later,  that  his  pride  nuy  be 
broken,  his  spirit  chastened,  that  he  may  be  able  to  bear 
the  yoke,  to  walk  side  by  side  with  his  fellows  and  to 
waft  buaibly  before  h»  God.  Thm  the  adglibours, 
bf  a  sttaflKe  mixture  of  piety  and  hypocrisy,  conspired 
to  humble  one  who  had  dar^  \  to  raise  his  head  above 
them,  and  deified  the  envy  a-     alice  of  their  own  hearts. 

Mire  Tabeau  was  at  tfa  ^-e,  to  sec  and  hear  every- 
;  but  on  this  occasioa,  strange  to  say,  she  kept 
in  the  background,  and  had  little  to  say  beyond  assenting, 
with  nods  and  knowing  looks,  to  all  that  was  said  in 
dispars^ement  of  Jean  Baptiste.  Before  \t  fire  was 
quite  burned  out,  wd  before  the  neighbc.*A  had  di»> 
persed^  tapped  away  to  her  little  hut,  wbat  she 
found  Pamphile  seated  before  a  cracked  mirror,  carefully 
trimming,  by  the  light  of  a  candle,  the  remains  ci  his 
once  flowing  mane  of  glossy  black  hair. 

**  Eh,  my  nephew,"  slie  eadded*  1^  MoiMiior 
the  millionaire.  Monsieur  the  hero,  you  have  been 
imged  a  little,  I  see.  What  a  pity  1" 

**  Yes,"  drawled  Pamphile,  "  it  is  a  great  loss  to  me. 
That  chevdare  was  part  of  my  capital,  you  see— useful 
h.  tag  busmeae,  you  uadewtand.  It  was  part  of  the 
nudee-up,  my  dear  «snt,  Hke  the  white  tie  and  the 
diamond.  It  was  to  me  what  the  silk  hat  is  to  the 
advocate,  the  tonsure  to  the  priest,  the  biretta  to  die 
cardinal,  the  tiara  to  the  pope.  I  was  in  good  company, 
my  dear  aunt,  but  siow  I  am  f&»m  ci  my  stro^th,  e 
common  man.** 

**  Nom  de  nom  1  **  ejaculated  Mire  Tabeau.  *'  You 
are  a  devil  to  talk  like  that  at  such  a  time.  You  will 
be  joking  when  you  are  going  to  the  gaUows." 

"  W^houl  dei^i^  m^F  dear  ttutt*  tJ§t  onM 


joke ;  and  death  is  the  best  joke  of  all.  The  only 
trouble  is  to  see  the  point  of  it,  whether  it  is  tcm, 
QoA,  or  die  devil  wiio  it  fooled.  For  aie,  I  &iak  it 
if  the  devil  who  is  the  b  <tt,  and  I  laugh  at  him.  Ht  I 
Ha  1  Foohsh  old  devil  1  We  make  him  think  that  we 
belong  to  him,  and  in  the  end  we  die  in  the  odour  of 
sanctity.  Ha  1  Ha  i  What  a  joke  1  You  see  it,  my 

MVCiy  aUlK  f 

•*5acf< /"said Mire Tabeau.  **  Sacri!** 
**  If  that  is  all  you  have  to  say  I  think  that  I  will  p> 
to  bed,"  drawled  Pamphile,  widi  a  yawn. 

**  fib,  no,  my  nephew,  kt  us  talk  a  while.  Sndi  a 
n^  of  adveottue  we  have  not  bad  for  many  *  year, 
not  since  the  smt^ers  came  :  "xoss  from  Chateau, 
mth  the  military  sittt  them,  lhat  was  excitement, 
if  you  like.  But  this  affair  at  La  Folic  was  not  so  bad. 
Yott  dioose  a  good  night  for  the  fire,  my  nephew. 

Pamphile  stared  at  the  old  hag. 

he  said.  **  I  choose     But  no,  my  wise  aunt, 
it  was  the  good  God.  That  thunderbolt,  you  know." 

**  WA I  **  fihe  aseered*  &  flude  a  bi^  noiMt  Aie 
thunder ;  knocked  a  few  stooca  cS  the  duauicy,  put 
Jean  Baptiste  to  sleep,  but  that  was  all.  No^  flif  ldaidi» 
the  good  God  had  nothing  to  do  with  it." 

But  the  fire  ** 

**  Slatted  an  hour  fatter,  n  the  woodi-pAe  near  tfw 

*'  My  dear  aunt,  you  seem  to  be  well  informed." 

**  Informed  f*  I  was  there  and  I  saw.  I  am  a  light 
sleq>er,  you  must  know ;  and  vdien  you,  my  den  guest 
aaad  ms^axm,  lA  my  house  in  the  dead  of  night,  I 
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diftance,  and  saw  everything  —  saw  you  strike  die 
matdif  even*  I  tell  you,  my  wettern  friend,  that  it  it 

wvWvv  wv  wwwBRiv  ID  PffipiCj  dlDVGHBu  dDW  hHV  wBHP^ 

tioBi*  Too  nuidi  sectecy  it  bid  far  iSnt  hfal^i  Hf^ifug 
to  serious  trouble,  in  yAddi  cue  one  might  have  to  call 
in  the  phystdan*  that  is  to  ssy,  the  police*  Eh,  my  dear 
nephew  i  ** 

"  Ah,  my  lovely  aunt,  yoo  have  the  advantage  of  OK* 
I  nmt  confess,  in  these  days  ot  enlightenment,  d 
emandpatxon.  If  only  the  good  old  days  could  come 
again  I  would  know  what  to  do.  I  would  have  you 
drowned  as  a  witdi,  or  bunwd,  perhaps.  Yc^  fiat 
WMid  be  bettor  little  taste  of  Hell  in  adviaee^  « 
sample,  as  it  were,  of  wiM  is  to  foUow.  Eh,  mf  mgA 
auntr* 

**  Pan^hile,"  said  the  old  witch,  you  are  a  devil, 
«id  I  love  you  for  it.  fl»  dd  days  at  Chtteant  there 
were  lovers  like  you,  brave  boys,  fearing  neither  God 
aor  man.  Usually  man  is  more  to  be  feared,  but  in  the 
end  God  and  the  devil.  But  the  devil  amuses  one  for 
a  time.  If  only  I  could  be  young  again  1  But  tell  me, 
KuBpi^  ay  fmad---wiiy  did  yoit  not  let  Urn  dief  ** 

**  Well,  my  aunt,  that  is  a  hard  question.  Why  did 
I  not  let  him  be  burned  to  a  cinder  f*  How  do  I  know  f* 
I  thought  of  it,  to  be  sure;  and  I  said  to  myself: 
'  There,  Pamphile,  you  are  avenged.  Be  sat^&d.' 
But  yi9kxt  revetm^  can  one  taHu  on  an  enemy  dead^ 
No,  it  ws»  be^  that  Sfonseigneur  should  see  ^s 
castle  bum  to  the  ground.  A  good  revenge,  my  precious 
aunt.  First  you  take  away  erne's  love,  thai  one's 
property,  dien  the  ambition  dutt  naiRt  fife  worth 
UnBi^  t  and  aim  liutf  to  Biiitfi,  yon  give  die  coup  ib 
ffwct*    inat  was  one  01     reasons,  pemsqw* 


"  For  another,  I  hear  Madame  Girouz  screain,  ■he 
who  uicd  to  give  me  crogu^gwofai  ycart  am»,  wfaca  i  wm 
a tey, and  I §9 to ^ ntew*  IwKmmWktiJm^ 

Btptiatt  bccaoM  of  a  crogo^inob.  Also,  tt  it  a  pit]r  to 
let  a  Mrong  man  be  choked  in  that  black  unoke,  wi^oitt 
a  struggle,  without  a  chance.  I  prefer  to  see  him  die 
fighting,  so  I  pull  him  out  of  the  &c  that  I  may  pcokmg 

of  the  tiger,  which  aic  fftmm  of  liii  int  mmkk  tht 
dmnestic  cat  C 

**  Yes,  I  understand  perfectly.  The  same  funily— a 
diftfcnce  in  we,  that  is  all.  We  will  play  with  htm  lor 

nephew,  we  have  our  little  plan." 

*'Damn  your  little  plan,  you  she-devil!  We  will 
qpeak  of  it  to-morrow.  Good-night,  my  blessed  aunt* 
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In  St.  Placide,  as  else^ere,  the  habitants  usually  build 
tibdr  houses  quite  near  to  the  main  road^  with  a  back- 
gfooad  of  green  fields,  but  scarcely  a  tree  by  the  houM 

wind  in  winter.  It  is  m  aoMnd  custom,  pvAuipt, 
coming  down  from  the  time  vrhtn  there  was  danger 
£roffl  wild  beatts,  Indians  and  forest  fires ;  ox  it  may  be 
dnt  the  good  habimtt  do  not  vtkm  trees  because  they 
find  them  superilaoys.  Gty  pceplt  love  to  sunoitad 
their  homes  with  bwns  and  trees,  a  sort  of  make-believe 
country,  but  in  the  true  country  they  are  in  the  way, 
occupyii^  spact  that  could  be  used  for  other  purposes, 
•ad  Eivim  dude  tantfioui  to  twtatots.  tuni&M.  awM*—- 
esbfaagcs,  and  all  the  odier  usdul  products  of  die  vege- 
table garden.  In  the  motmtain  vidleys,  above  all,  good 
land  is  scarce,  and  it  is  wasteful  to  give  it  over  to  the 
growing  of  trees,  which  do  well  enough  in  the  hills 
liwve  And  fUsit  twiui^w  below*  Pof  finwood*  tncs  ise 
necessary,  but  for  shade,  what  nced^  Tkt  warm, 
sunny  days  are  all  too  few,  in  any  case.  As  for  beauty, 
^iiat  could  be  finer  than  a  broad  esqmse  of  cultivated 
&kls,  sunny  open  qiaces  ci  green  and  yellow,  widi  the 
ovs  mesc  su  wowt,  •  loveiy  piciwe  tn  ■  miKHOHn 
fitame^ 

fiStdid  Gamadif  w»  no  cuhivator,  and  his  thouf^ 
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cf  tfccumtaotthoMof  agrowerolGibbtfCS.  Toliifli 
tiw  teMtt  1IM  •  pim  cl  fi&fi^  aad  tmy  tiM  •  Motiiiil 
OttfMfd.  How  faithful  they  wne,  thoK  tall  KntiiMk, 
ahraya  itanding  in  their  places,  always  interposing 
their  bodies  as  a  shield,  always  spreading  their  branches 
ak  a  covering  <  He  loved  them,  every  one,  the  maplli* 
tfK  poplan»1beyNiMt|  btttmoitof  aUthepiMi^tKf 
the  balsams,  and  all  the  tribe  of  evergt  r-  ,, 
that  protected  him  against  the  summer's  heat  and  \'\^ 
winter's  cnld  and  were  a  barrier  between  him  and  the 
outer  world.  They  were  good  companioiis,  too,  for 
tfa^  talked  with  him  in  a  bnguage  that  he  weU  uader- 
ttood,  music  diat  caused  his  iKart-itrings  to  vibrate,  and 
awoke  responsive  echoes  in  his  soul.  In  all  the  chang- 
ing seasons,  when  the  wind  blew  and  when  the  air  was 
still,  in  sunshine  and  tain,  by  night  and  by  day,  he  loved 
t0  be  In  iBiCit,  to  see  the  varied  forms,  ooloiifi,  and 
movements  of  the  trees,  to  hear  their  voices,  to  converse 
with  them  without  reserve,  to  be  s>"  *nt  and  to  know  that 
they  were  his  friends.  Yethewa;  >  misanthrope,  this 
itfiage  man,  but  a  loaely  tpitk  %mi  the  iwigHhours 
coold  wt  «ideniaod»  aad  who  £dt  flHit  bane  te^ 
company  of  trees. 

The  neighbours  Idom  viSited  Michel  Gamache,  iot 
they  feared  him,  and  it  was  a  long  and  lonely  path  that 
led  to  ys  kf  caede  »  Hk  lotcst.  lie  wae  kaoim  »  • 
wise  man,  one  who  hadtns«ht  into  the  ways  of  the  world 
and  the  hearts  of  men ;  could  predict  the  weather  and 
read  the  signs  of  the  times ;  understood  the  medidmd 
virtues  of  all  plants ;  was  on  friendly  terms  witfi 
beaets,  birds,  mi  fishes ;  had  aourees  of  information 
unknown  to  the  generality  of  men ;  could  give  advice 
^  would  head  die  us^  discover  lott  property,  unite 
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estranfed  friends,  and  lead  die  datreued  and  perplexed 
ifO&'dbe  m9  dFpfoiperity  and  peace. 

He  was  a  sorcerer,  who  had  sold  his  soul  to  Satan  for 
a  great  treasure  of  gold ;  who  never  went  to  Mass  nor 
confessed  to  the  priest ;  who  was  often  changed  into 
a  kuf  ganm;  ^ikio  ocmld  cause  cows  to  drop  thetr 
caWes,  to  withhold  dietr  milk,  to  become  frantic  and 
run  away  into  the  forest.  He  had  the  fatal  gift  of  the 
evil  eye ;  could  bring  the  itch,  the  measles,  the  small- 
pox, and  disease  of  every  other  kind ;  in  short,  he  could 
cwtwnand  all  the  powers  of  darioKss  to  txvnwiit  md 
destroy  his  enemies,  tf(»ily  he  wished  to  do  so.  Fortun- 
ately he  had  seldom,  if  ever,  used  this  malignant  power  | 
and  could  usually  be  propitiated  by  a  small  offeriiq;^ 
wUi,  strange  to  say,  he  ahrayi  reftoed.  It  was  port 
of  his  contract  with  Satan,  it  would  seen^  that  lie  ^oitld 
give  his  most  valuable  advice  for  nothing ;  though  why 
the  evil  one  should  have  made  a  stipulation  so  favourable 
to  the  neighbours  it  was  hard  to  understand.  Posiubly 
Xiiidiel  tiioiii^t  to  save  himself  some  of  die  pains  of 
Purgatorjr  hf  works  of  diarity ;  but  he  ^outd  know 
that  it  was  not  a  question  of  Purgatory  any  more  when 
one  had  sold  oneself  to  Satan,  who  would  come  some 
time,  unexpected  and  unwelcome,  and  drag  the  |«tt 
w»t  down  to  the  bottcmiless  pit,  where  works  ol  ^g^f 
were  of  no  avail  and  indulgence  was  unknown* 

It  was  terrible,  no  doubt,  the  fate  of  a  sorcerer,  and 
dangerous  to  have  communications  with  him;  but 
what  was  one  to  do  when  in  great  trouble  and  all  other 
wMns  hid  fttied,  fi^cs  pr^st  could  not  hdip  and 
die  saints  gave  no  heed  <*  Surety  the  good  God  wcwdd 
forgive  poor  people  who,  in  their  extremity,  soii|^ 
aid  from  sudi  a  source.  Besides,  some  siid  ito 


mm  no  sorceter  at  all,  but  a  pracdier  of  mbkt 
mmgic,  a  familiar  of  good  q>irits,  and  that  they  who 
consulted  him  were  in  no  sense  tainted  with  the  sin 
of  witchcraft.  Surely  it  was  right  to  give  the  old  man 
the  benefit  of  ^  doubt*  Anyway,  one  could  ooofess 
and  receive  absolution,  for  Father  Paradis  had  never 
accused  Michel  of  witchcraft,  but  only  of  neglectii^  his 
religious  duties ;  and  had  always  let  the  penitents  off 
with  reproof  and  warning  and  a  penance  not  too  severe* 
Jean  Bi9»tiste  laughed  at  all  Hlte  talk ;  yet  in  the 
hoKir  ol  loM  and  disappointment  he  turned,  not  to  the 
priest,  the  professional  confessor,  but  to  his  friend  and 
his  father's  friend,  the  old  man  yrho  had  known  defeat 
and  humiliation,  but  had  gained  wisdom  and  strength, 
a  tree  aqjipcedatieB  of  die  vdloes  «f  Wt,  a  h^  oourage 
m  danger,  and  a  joyful  hope  toward  die  fitture  that 
rested  in  die  good  will  of  God.  If  any  man  could  give 
advice  at  such  a  time  it  was  Michel  Gamache ;  but  in 
any  case  he  would  understand,  and  it  woukl  be  a  great 
r^f  and  aatiifiicfion  to  tdl  him  cvctyditag,  to  ihow 
him  die  destruction  and  ruki  dutt  had  come,  to  oonader 
what  material  should  be  cast  away,  and  whzt  could  be 
used  again  in  making  a  new  building  out  of  the  wr^kage 
(^^epast. 

jlp>  Jean  BifNiite,  on  dbe  tfiaiBg  aiicr  tibt  pml  ftp^ 
vijikn  the  benumbing  effect  of  the  calamity  was  over  and 
,he  had  come  to  realize  the  full  magnitude  of  the  disaster, 
betook  himself  to  the  forest  retreat  <^  Michel  Gamache. 
-  Michel,  who  was  sitting  on  die  doorstep,  heard  Jean 
iSftwiiM  aleos  die  ^unai^&Mt  9tA»  aad  foit  to  atct  kin 
as  he  came  out  into  the  open. 

Good  cfcna^^  |ean»^  he  laid,  CTpectitig 
you." 
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"  Yes,**  said  Jean, "  I  would  come  to  you,  of  course." 

''Of course/' said Mklid*iioddtiigyilK^  ''Yois 
are  in  trouble/' 

"Do  you  not  know.  Monsieur  Gamache,  that  my 
liouae  is  gone,  bitnicd  to  the  ground  <  Yoa  have  bcoi 
away,  then/* 

''  Yes,  I  have  been  away  for  some  time,  at  Lac  Desir, 
up  there.  I  was  arranging  my  camp  for  the  winter. 
That  will  be  good  trapping  this  season,  better  than 
ever.  Qb,  the  peospeca  are  gooc^  excelleot.  Cbne 
with  me,  Jeaai  we  shall  both  become  quite  rich.  A 
sii^le  skin  of  the  silver  fox,  as  you  know,  may  be  worth 
a  thousand  dollars,  or  more.  There  will  be  caribou 
whboist  Uak,  sad  mooee;  not  to  mention  hares  and 
gfome,  so  that  we  shall  not  lack  for  food.  With  a  few 
bags  of  flour  and  some  sides  of  bacon  we  shall  live  like 
lords,  better  than  the  guests  of  the  Hotel  St.  Louis, 
I  assure  you.  And  oh,  the  freedom,  the  gk)ry  of  that 
Uk,  for  from  the  work!,  near  to  Ntanre  and  to  GodI 
It  wouki  be  a  good  place  for  you,  Jean,  for  a  thnr  a 
retreat,  you  know.  At  times  people  neeid  that,  my  son, 
for  the  soul's  rest.  But  your  luHiae  is  gooe»  you  sa^^ 
Well,  that  was  to  be  expected." 

''Expected^" 

"  AflBoredly,  my  son.  Did  I  sot  warn  you <  Nbl 
Well,  it  could  not  have  been  prevatted.  Paaqp^e 
Lareau  is  here,  is  he  not  ** 

"PamphileS'  Do  you  know.  Monsieur  Gamache, 
thitt  he  saved  o^y  ^  at  ^  cHk  of     onm  < 

"  Yes,  I  know.  Wlndt  ptcfHM,  doca  It  not»  he 
started  the  fire  <  ** 

"Started  the  fire^  Impossible  1  It  was  the 
I^tning." 
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"  You  think  so,  Jean,  but  you  are  mistaken.  Listen. 
Last  evening  at  midnight  I  was  at  my  cabin  at  Lac  Desir, 
thirty  miles  away,  sitting  on  a  near  the  door  and 
todfcaMt  out  on  tiie  lake  ■  mirror  n  wiiicili  tfie  sisii 
were  refletted.  Not  a  cloud  was  in  the  sky.  Suddenly 
there  was  a  flash,  as  of  lightning,  and  there,  in  the 
middle  of  the  lake,  stood  La  Folie  ;  and  on  the  top  of 
the  roof  lay  Jean  Baptiste  Giroux,  yourself,  pale  as  one 
irtio  is  dead.  Then  die  brif^taeM  was  gone,  but  stffi 
^^hadow  of  the  house  was  on  ^  bke,  and  would  not 
go  away.  After  a  time  a  light  appeared  in  the  window, 
then  a  burst  of  flame ;  and  I  saw  the  people  nmning 
out  of  the  door,  climbing  from  the  windows,  the  ne^;h- 
Bonn  juiivu^,  man  mtcn  cn  iiciimii  wa  ooozusob 
and  wild  gesticulation.  But  stiU  die  body  of  Jen 
Baptiste,  your  body,  lay  upon  the  roof,  until  Pamphfle 
arrived  and  you  were  saved.  Yes,  I  saw  it  all,  as  in  die 
depths  of  a  crystal.  Did  I  see  Pamphile  kindle  the  fire< 
No^  ior  ft  mi  qiriie  iM,  you  kacw ;  twtffaatbedHl 
ft  I  have  no  doubt.  It  was  not  the  l^^itning ;  therefoce 
it  was  Pamphile.  So  I  knew  that  you  would  need  me, 
and  I  came.  Thirty  miles  through  the  forest  would  be 
a  good  wadk  even  §ot  a  young  feUow  like  you,  would  it 

**  Indeed  it  would.  Monsieur  Gamacfae,  and  I  diank 
you  for  coming.  It  does  me  good  to  talk  with  you« 
Already  I  begin  to  take  courage,  to  make  new  plans,  to 
ice  ihiad.  But  as  to  Pamphile,  surely  you  are 
mistaken.  At  great  risk  he  led  me  doim  fnm  tbit 
burning  roof.  It  was  the  act  of  a  hero,  and  I  have  a 
mind  to  foi^ve  him  for  everything— £c»  burning  the 
house,  even,  if  he  really  did  it.^ 

**  Feiigfve  imt  St  you  Wet,  Jean,  bitt  mtdi  hifii  aS  ^ 
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same.  Yes,  it  will  be  worth  MthUt  to  watch  Pamphik 
and  that  witch,  Mire  Tabeau.  Hiey  have  other  plans, 
wAMoat  doubt.  The  fire  was  only  a  bq;inning.  Pam- 
phik  wottkl  Idtt  joa,  Jeas,    he  oookU" 

''This  is  interesting,  Momiear  GmMhe.  Yott 
make  me  forget,  ahaost,  the  Ion  of  home,  and  loy 
other  troubles/' 

**  Other  troubles,  Jean  <  What  are  they,  my  son  < 
But  I  kao»  iri^M  asking,  aad  1 yott  ^  tfaeic  is 
no  cause  for  trouble.  She  loves  you.'* 

"  No,  Monsieur  Gamache.  On  the  contrary,  she 
has  gone  to  the  convent ;  for  she  does  not  love  me,  nor 
anything  in  ^  kingdom  of  evth.  b  is  the  heavenly 
kingdom  distt  the  desire^  and  die  good  God  wiM^ 
toves." 

"  Do  not  believe  it,  Jean,'*  said  the  old  man,  with  an 
inscrutable  mile.  *'  It  is  you  only  that  she  loves ; 
aadffihetektof  ^f^giMiiifeiitebeaa  «of  low 
— wdptide.  ButkiveisstfOfifcr&aBpftde.  Tonte 
convent,  Jean  t  ** 
**  The  Ursulines,  Monsieur  Gamache.'* 
'*  The  Ursulines.  Well,  that  is  not  so  bad.  Teach- 
sisters.  That  is  not  to  liucm  away  one's  hie 
altogether.  They  are  good  ladies,  diose  sisters  of  See. 
Ursule.   She  will  be  happy  there,  after  a  time,  after 
she  has  forgotten.  But  to  forget—there  is  the  difficulty. 
Has  Ifodier  Sainte  Anne  forgotten,  I  wonder  <  " 

'*  Only  an  acquaintance  of  former  days,  Jean,  a  friend 
of  forty  years  ago.  But  have  courage,  my  son.  Gabrielle 
has  not  yet  taken  the  veil,  has  not  even  begun  the 
novitiate.  The  bckle  of  Heaven f  No,  no!  For  a 
yowif  g»i  of      accoiB^teeBt^  of  a  bcattQT  10  faie. 
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of  an  afifection  so  tender,  it  was  a  sad  mistake.  How 
Iwould  have  cherished  her !  How  she  would  have 
^omed  ^  home,  brightened  the  fireside  I  And  the 
^iki?en  that  nugfat  have  played  about,  sat  upon  one's 
knee,  thrown  their  arms  about  one's  otck  t  Mm  Dim  t 
Mm  Dieu!  What  a  mistake 

**  Monsieur  I  ** 

"Jean!" 

"  You  are  not  speaking  ol  Ga^xidk.'' 

"Of  GabrieUeJ-  No.  Yes.  She  wiU  be  aH  M 
to  you,  and  more.   Have  courage,  my  friend.'* 

''Monsieur  Gamache,  you  are  a  true  friend,  one 
WM>  stands  by  in  the  hour  of  need.  Those  dark 
clouds  are  passing  away  now,  and  die  sky  ^  clearing, 
with  the  promise  of  a  fine  day  tD-nwoow.  Good 
ni^t.  Monsieur,  and  thank  you  a  thousand  times." 

«  of  the  house." 

Tim  hmm<  <%,  I  had  forgotten  that.  It  is  not 
<rf  much  consequence,  by  oompaRMft.  bidced,  I  am 
ahnost  glad  that  it  is  fone.  Yet  it  is  a  gieac  km,  a 
calamity." 

"And  the  debt,  Jeans'" 

•"Diedebl.  Yes,  that  is  iitiU  worse.  Bonhomme 
Larocht  wiU  try  to  take  die  hem,  I  fesfu^  o|d  piaoe 
where  we  have  lived  for  so  many  years.  For  myself  I 
stould  not  care,  but  for  the  good  moOier  tt  woidd  br 
terrible. 

"Youarer^jMB.  To  die  young  such  a  calamity 
is  noAing.  They  have  good  heaWi,  die  strong  «m,  die 
Jecrful  sprnt,  the  high  courage,  die  undaunted  wSk 
Nodung  can  subdue  diem.  They  are  downcast,  for  a 
timej  but  ^Peseody  they  rise  again,  stronger  dian  ever, 
aw*  eaftr  fee  die  stfaale,  driest  of  manhood.  Bui 
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1^  ^  dd  it  if  dtftftitt.  Tli^  hm  tiot  tiie  t^oof , 
the  joy  of  living  any  more ;  nor  the  elasticity  of  spirit 
that  gives  the  rebound,  the  recovery.  They  fall,  and 
remain  on  the  ground ;  they  are  injured,  and  the  woisad 
does  not  heal ;  they  ate  side,  ami  do  not  tecover.  Nq» 
jfflp^  the  old  are  afflicted  with  an  incurable  dise^  °«. 
The  joy  of  battle  is  not  for  them.  For  them  sleep  and 
rest— the  sleep  of  death,  the  rest  of  the  grave.  Jean, 
iht  good  mother  must  not  leave  die  old  home*** 

**  ffo,  Monaiettr  Gamac^  t  &  vom  aot  be.  lw& 
see  to  that." 

**  But  how,  Jean  i  " 

**  Oh,  Monsieur,  I  will  find  a  way,  you  may  be  sure. 
For  one  thiz^,  Bonhomme  the  miser  cannot  daim  lus 
princq)al—<haa  will  not  be  due  for  two  years.  He  can 
demand  only  the  iatereat,  a  trifling  sum,  after  all. 
Meanwhile  the  farm  is  there,  and  I  shall  have  the  mail 
contract  and  some  tourists.  In  winter  there  will  be 
lumberij^  or  the  tnppii^  of  yAikAk  yt»  wpak*  Warn 
I  tfuak  of  silver  f<aes  at  a  thousand  dollars  xskx»  I 
see  the  debt  vanish  in  a  single  season.  Oh,  we  are  not 
ready  to  die  yet,  by  any  me^.  A  man  of  my  size  and 
strength  can  surely  earn  a  living  for  the  good  modier 
aad  pay  the  ddit  off  as  well.  Do  not  fear,  liofweitf 

"  I  have  no  fear  for  you,  Jean,  no  fear  at  all.  But 
come  with  me — I  have  something  to  show  you." 

Michel  led  the  way  into  the  cabin,  a  habitation  of  a 
single  long  room,  wMi  a  irepiaee  and  Ae  j^pantus 
ctf  a  kitehen  at  one  end,  and  the  furniture  of  a  bedroom 
at  the  other.  It  was  the  abode  of  a  hunter  and  fisher- 
man, yet  everything  was  neat  and  proper  as  thou0i 
cared  for  by  the  hand  of  a  woman.  On  the  widls  «c«e 


warn,  MiBf€od»,  and  Mioiiiiioet ;  tke  anden  of 
canboti>iiiooK»  and  fed  deer ;  a  anowy  owi ;  a  gsAdta 
tMg\t;  with  various  quaint  decorations  in  shells  and 
porcupine  quilb  after  the  manner  of  the  Montaignais 
Indians.  On  the  floor  were  the  tanned  skins  of  bear, 
wohc^aad^ms;  while  over  die  fireplace,  Ube  dw 
hdy  picture  of  a  shrine,  httng  a  water-colour  by  a  fmoui 
artist— the  portrait  of  a  youi^  and  beautiful  woman. 

**  There,  Jean,  my  son,  son  of  my  old  friend  Toussainr 
Gifoissc,  behold  that  picture  !  You  have  seen  it  before, 
but  do  you  know  frtio  it  is  ^  No;  but  I  wiD  tdl  you. 
It  is  Mademoiselle  Amiette  Duval,  formerly  of  the 
parish  of  Chateau  Richer,  now  Mother  Sainte  Anne 
of  the  Ufsulines,  the  patron  saint  of  this  retreat,  the 
hdy  angel  viho  protects  this  place,  who  presides  over 
this  home.  You  have  said  diat  Kbdemon^  Qabm^ 
is  with  her.  Well^  nhe  is  in  good  compaaxy,  and  will 
receive  the  best  of  advice.  Have  cours^e,  my  friend. 
Mother  Sainte  Anne  is  religi'>us,  without  doubt,  but 
something  more  than  that*  Beneath  the  robe  of  reUgton 
there  htm  still  a  woman's  heart.  I  hxH  not  seen  her 
in  forty  years,  but  I  know  that  those  eyes  have  the  «a«nf 
gentle  gaze,  those  iips  the  same  lovely  smile,  and  that 
day  and  night  she  prays  for  one  whom  once  she  loved.'' 

irtood  m  f(»  tome  moments  as  one  ifdio 
prayed,  and  dwa  turned  suddenly  to  Jean  a 
dramatk  gnt^  aad  an  air  ol  cheerfuhw,  afaaoit  of 
gaiety. 

**  Well,  Jean  Baptiste,  did  I  bring  you  here  to  vKosbip 
at  the  abHat  of  a  bygone  generatioaf  By  no  means, 
it  was  to  solve  the  problemof  yottr  lic^  to  tialsi^le  dw 
complication  of  your  affairs,  zo  put  you  on  the  road  to 
fortune,  fame,  and  kve.  Tc  that  cod  I  will  cevcal  to 
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you  the  secret  wkudi  1  hm  gumkd  lor  fotCf  ytm. 
You  look  MMfwhtlowi,  lay  ftknd,  but  you  shall  see  and 
believe.  Remove  that  bearskin,  if  you  please.  Yes> 
the  big  one  in  the  centre  of  the  room.  You  see  that 
tfi^>-door  Yrixh  the  iron  ring<  Take  hold  and  lift. 
Harvyf*  a  handled  poasdi  oc  fo--*  flm  tfile 
for  a  man  like  you.  Now  let  us  dcioead.  We  will 
take  one  of  the  candles  from  the  altar— no  sacrilege  in 
a  cause  like  this.  Come  on,  Jean.  Now  we  can  see 
better,  as  our  eyes  become  accustomed  to  the  gloom. 
Do  you  see  the  old  iron  box  in  d»  comer  over  there— 
tftoe  utee  ft  hat  rested  so  many  yean  ^  ft  is  ten 
years  since  I  examined  it,  but  there  is  no  reason  to 
think  that  it  has  been  disturbed  in  all  that  time.  ^  Dim, 
if  it  has  been  touched  1  But  no,  it  is  covered  with  tlia 
duatof maiqryeafi.  IMfSbtM,  Yoocaoiiotf  No, 
for  it  is  locked.  Do  not  be  impatient— it  was  only  a 
little  joke  of  mine.  Here  is  the  key.  Turn  it  once— 
twice.  There,  you  have  it.  Open  now,  and  lodt— 
lookl** 

*•  Hfte  Diml**  aatd  Jean,  as  he  knelt  by  die  boi, 
and  eagerly  scanned  the  contents.  "  What  a  quantity 
of  goldl  Napoleons,  sovereigns,  and  some  Spanish 
coins  of  fifty  years  ago.  A  treasure,  a  great  treasure  1 
The  box  is  not  large,  but  heavy.  Let  ua  try.  Skfri, 
but  it  weqifas  four  or  five  humbed  potwds,  at  the  very 
least.  It  would  take  a  strong  man  to  carry  it  away,  but 
a  burglar  might  pick  the  lock.  Lucky  that  there  are 
no  such  people  in  St.  Pladde.  Still,  Monsieur  Gamache, 
I  recommend  that  you  place  dus  money  m  twik  att 
QsK^btc*  It  has  been  nfe  for  forty  years,  but  I  should 
filar  to  leave  it  here  for  a  single  night.  But  what  a 
MMOt  1  I  befftt  to  believe  that  you  are  a  sorcerer 


MICH  Bi  t 


after  ai*  md  that  iImm  pOtt    ytBow  eoia  an  dnff^ 

gold." 

"  Nothing  of  the  sort  1  **  exclaimed  the  old  man»  in 
highglee.  It  is  all  good  money  of  the  mints  of  France 
aad  England,  good  yellow  gold,  ractifabk  auywlwe 
tti  die  worid*  Attd  ^lAat  ai  mppfi  jpMSt  ^mf  aofli^  it 
belongs  to  you." 

"To  me,  Monsieur  Gamache^  IiiipowiblB  I 
Certainly  not  1 " 

**  Bitt  yes,  Jean,  k  ym  yoitr  Itthcr's*  and  mm  k  is 
yours." 

"Myfather's<  How  can  that  be ^  Hemsahnfi 

a  poor  man." 

"  His  own  fault,  Jean,  when  he  had  a  treasure  like 
Yott,  I  hope,  wiB  not  be  so  ftwiilishi  It  8  ]yoiiis» 
as  I  have  said.  Be  so  good  as  to  take  it  away.** 

"  But  why  did  not  my  father  take  it  <  " 

"  Why  <  Why  <  How  do  I  know  i  Because,  be- 
cause your  father  was  the  biggest  damn  fool  that  I  have 
ever  known.  He  w»  a  fod,  I  say,  aad  I  mm  another. 
We  were  two  fools,  two  drivelling  idiots.  Be  wise, 
Jean,  and  ask  no  more  questions.  It  is  good  gold, 
yellow  gold,  coin  of  the  realm,  receivable  for  all  debts, 
bankabk  ai^i^Mre  in  die  wotUd,  ci  unquestKMied  vahie. 
waatt  <te  you  want  <  " 

"  Only  one  question.  Monsieur  Gatnafhe.  Why  tiKa 
did  my  father  refuse  to  take  it  S* " 

**  piste  I**  exclaimed  Michel,  stamping  his  foot. 
^  Th&  k  die  <^  atttt  agfia,  a  chip  fceai  die  old  bfecfc  I 
yes,  the  old  t^oddiead  himsdf.  Well,  if  you  will  have 
it,  I  will  tell  you.  It  was  a  treasure  that  we  found  m 
the  hulk  of  a  ship  half-buried  in  the  sands  of  Anticosti. 
There  were  no  names,  no  pj^ecs,  only  the  bones  of  some 
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that  was  all.  The  wreck  we  burned;  the  bones  we 
buried  in  the  sand ;  and  the  gold  we  took  to  Ste. 
Famille  <m  the  Isle  of  Orlean»— that  is  to  say,  it  was  I 
who  took  it 
''Andmyfother<"' 

"  Refused  to  take  it  would  not  totichasiai^pitco*** 

"Noi"' 

'*Nol  Because,  as  he  said,  they  were  smugglers 

gold  was  the  rewud  of  robbery,  or  the  price  of  blood. 
Yes,  he  said,  in  the  very  words  that  you  have  used,  that 
it  was  devil's  gold.  He  would  have  given  it  to  the 
Church,  that  the  altar  might  sanctify  the  gift,  as  he 
•aid ;  but  I  woukl  not.  No,  and  I  kf^  ft  boiied  for 
forty  years.  Devil's  gold  (*  What  folly  I  Ycs,lie«ii 
a  valiant  man,  that  Toussaint  Giroux,  a  valia&t  man 
and  a  trusty  friend ;  but  obstinate  as  a  mule." 

Devil's  gokH"  rq^eated  Jean,  slowly.  ''The 
reward  at  tcHabftf*  *Thit  price  of  blood.  Yes,  that 
was  it,  a  treasure  acquired  by  firaud  or  force,  jetsam 
that  one  may  not  own,  but  may  dedicate  to  a  holy 
purpose.  He  was  a  valiant  man,  that  good  father,  as 
you  have  said.  He  would  not  toudi  the  treasure, 
acd  I,  his  son,  I  will  not  touch  it  either." 

Michel  held  up  the  candle  and  passed  it  slo^y  before 
the  face  of  Jean  Baptiste,  but  could  find  in  ^e  firm 
mouth  and  steady  eye  no  sign  of  relenting.  Then, 
wi&  a  ^ntg  of  ^  diottkiars,  he  iat^  at  dioug^  redtii^ 
an  oft-fepeated  formula : 

It  would  be  useless,  no  doubt,  to  remind  you  that 
you  are  throwing  away  a  fortune,  that  you  arc  allowing 
a  mass  of  wealth  to  lie  idle  that  might  start  a  great  enter- 
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vain  to  tdl  you  that  you  are  giving  up  all  your  plant 
for  the  improvement  of  the  parish;  that  you  are 
MKTif}^'"g  your  mother  and  the  girl  you  love ;  that  you 
ait  blighting  your  m,  blaating  your  praapecti*  and 
dnmiag  tl»  doQf  of  opportunity  in  your  face.  That 
is,  in  substance,  what  I  said  to  Toussaint  Giroux; 
that  is  what  I  say  to  Jean  Batiste,  his  youngest  son^ 
and  with  the  same  effect." 

"The  iwM^'' Mid  |cMi  B^ptiMc* 

''ThcB  I  hm  to  tefl  you,  Jean,  tiMk  you  are  the  same 

species  of  fool  as  your  father.  What  a  damn  fool  he 
was,thatmanl  I  rejoice  to  think  of  it.  Whatcouragel 
What  determination  1  What  rcsohre!  A  hero,  ft 
knigltt  w^XMtt  km  and  without  reptoadi.  Sudi  a 
fiM  yow  iiAer,  ]tan,  my  son.  Never  forget  it  I 
Jcaa  &ipciiie,  MO  of  Toussaint  Girottx,  I  sahite  you  I 


CHAPmXIX 

It  was  about  four  o'clock  in  the  afteraoon,  and  the 
•hadows  of  the  tall  hcmses  of  the  Rue  des  Jardins  reached 
already  the  middk  ci  die  narrow  street,  at  an  old  gentle- 
man in  the  garb  of  half  a  ccBtury  apo  paved  alofig  tlM 
shady  side  and  entered  the  open  gate  of  the  Ursuline 
Convent.  He  was  a  tall  man,  not  handsome,  but  of 
an  erect  bearing  and  distinguished  iqppearance ;  and 

UK  XaHQInl  vB  flu  lavCK  cum  Ok  vBBK  mBIITH''iMi  IBS 

beaver  hat  and  black  stock,  together  wi^  his  care- 
fully trinmed  grey  hair  and  whiskers,  proclaimed 
him  a  country  dandy  of  a  former  generation,  dressed 
iac  Church,  or  to  pay  a  visit  of  importance  to  his  lady 

KnrC* 

It  fm  matt  than  forty  years  since  he  had  last  paid 
a  visit,  and  the  costume  of  that  occasion  had 
reposed  in  the  bottom  of  an  old  cedar  box  during  all 
those  years.  But  now  he  wore  it  with  pride  and  dignity ; 

swa^^  of  former  days,  ndien  he  had  thought  himself 
as  good  as  any  of  the  young  bloods  of  Quebec,  not 
ezceptix^  the  army  officers,  who  trusted  overmuch  in 
the  grandetur  of  ^bm  red  uniforms  to  win  the  lacUef ' 
heatfU.  Was  he  not  a  cadet  of  a  good  funily ;  loii  of 
^e  seigneur  of  Ste.  Famille  on  the  Island ;  and  had  ht 
not  the  right  to  hold  up  his  head  among  the  best^ 
Indeed^  whether  he  had  the  r^;ht  or  not»  he  was  accus- 
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merit  and  his  itroiis  rilltt  Imd.  Bvideiitly*  the  old 
fentlcman  had  been  a  fwce  to  be  reckoned  with ;  ai«U 
even  now  the  memory  of  a  bygone  glory  seemed  to 
filler  about  him,  commanding  the  reqpwt  mmI  dcfefcsot 
cl  aB     pMww  by* 

Croasitig  the  paved  courtyard  with  an  active  stride 
remarkabk  in  one  of  his  years,  he  pulled  the  door-bell 
and  waited  until  the  porttess  came,  a  sister  of  mature 
9§it  and  wohtt  mieii* 

**  liqr  I  have  the  honour  of  an  kmmkm  wtk  fim 
Reverend  Mother  Supeiiet  <  ** 

The  sister  hesitated. 

**  It  is  scmiewhat  unusual/'  she  began,  but  im- 

■■■lif  AlirfA^  #     ^  I  MIf   ihtf   ihft  IbVKMi^ft 

Mother  will  see  you.  WSi  Vktrnkm  be  ao  kind  ai  to 
give  his  name  i  *' 

The  old  gentleman  presented  a  thin  visiting-card, 
and  was  shown  into  the  waiting-room  with  the  intimation 
tlutt  tibe  Revcfcod  Modier  wou*  soon  tpptu*  The 
taett  fM  fkasaif  furnished ;  with  a  carpet  of  dull 
colours,  a  few  straight-backed  chairs,  and  a  plain  walnut 
table  on  ^ch  were  some  religious  txwks— the  Spiritual 
Extrdses  of  Saint  Ignaa,  t^  Imitation  oi  Christ,  a 
Rbumb  Dnviiry  kk  four  vohimea,  nid  a  life  of  ^^jHc 
de  Brescia.  Obi  the  bare  walls  was  a  large  cru^fix, 
and  a  number  of  holy  pictures  representing  the  Lord 
Jesus,  the  Holy  Mother,  Sainte  Ursule,  and  other 
saints  and  martyrs,  both  men  and  wooKn ;  viAo  lot 
die  love  of  Ood  had  forsaken  parents  aiul  friencb^ 
abjured  the  worla,  crucified  the  fle^,  and  givra 
themselves  a  living  sacrifice  unto  God.  It  was  an 
ezhibstion  of  piety  such  as  might  well  make  one  regret 
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sins  of  the  outer  world,  admire  the 
sincerity  and  devotion  of  those  who  had  chosen  the 
way  of  the  Cross,  and  rejoice  in  the  thought  that  they 
were  no>v  singing  the  eternal  song  around  the  throne  of 
God. 

As  old  man  stood  looking  at  the  ascetic  and 
courteous  faces,  the  spirit  of  the  place  came  stealing 
upon  him ;  and  he  saw  that  there  was  a  way  of  life  in 
which  the  lonely,  the  loveless,  the  defeated  and  dis- 
{ipp^xHfMli  as  wcfi  as  tnett  a&d  wooi^b  of  -nf f  • 
mid  kity  purposes,  mi^  fiiKi  refiq;e,  shelter,  cam' 
panionship,  and  peace,  and  have  at  the  same  time  work 
to  do  that  would  give  scope  to  all  their  powers  and 
absorb  all  their  thoughts.  They  would  suffer,  no 
^Mbt,  bat  not  mofe  dm  others ;  ^lAak  tiuy  would 
hxvt  great  satisfaction  in  the  success  oi  their  work  and 
the  triumph  of  their  cause.  It  was  a  good  life  in  itself 
for  those  v/ho  had  the  vocation ;  and  as  for  the  final 
reward  there  was  a  wmuletful  hope,  a  glmkMis  (hmo^ 
lor  ^iMik  Mm  p«^le  mis^t  well  throw  down  the 
vain  baubles  and  frivolities  of  the  world.  Yes,  the 
religious  life  was  not  to  be  despised.  Only  human  love 
was  lacking,  but  what  was  that<  A  passing  fancy,  the 
pastime  of  anluNir. 

IVIilfBliTlla  \jBf Hiwt  IIT I 

The  old  gentleman  turned  from  the  holy  pictures  to 
find  the  Reverend  Mother  Superior  standing  before 
him,  a  little  old  lady  clad  in  the  garb  of  the  Ursulinei, 
yrilA  a  roHffy  of  plain  jet  beads  i^KHft  hef  cedt,  frosi 
yMfh  hung  an  ivory  crucifix,  yellow  with  age.  Her 
sweet,  wistful  face  was  pale,  but  she  sroiled,  and  her 
eyes  glisten^  as  sltt  hield  out  her  hand  to  the  cdd 
friend* 
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He  bent  over  the  frail  Mttle  hand  and  raised  it  to  his 
lips  in  the  <^  coitftty  my*  As  for  wocdi^  he  oooid 
find  none. 

"  Be  seated.  Monsieur/'  said  Mother  Sainte  Anne, 
taking  up  iIk  thread  <d  coaemutioa  dropped  so  many 
years  ago.  **h  a  z  great  pkasore  to  see  you  again, 
and  all  the  more  so  because  quite  unexpected.  '  Until 
to-morrow/  you  said,  as  we  parted  that  day.  I 
remember  it  well.  A  good  many  to-mmows  have 
oona  g««t  wMMt-  utiium  ^ba»  tHBS*  Yct  I  i^botdd  have 
known  you  anywhere.  It  is  I  who  have  diaaged  ibt 
nore." 

**  But  no,  Annette — ^pardon  me,  Reverend  Mother— 
I  do  not  &id  that  you  have  changed  in  the  kattJ* 

The  Mother  Superior  smiled,  and  a  faint  blush 
SBpptand  on  lisr  pale  cheeks. 

"  In  one  respect  you  have  not  changed,  Monsieur 
Gamache — ^you  were  always  able  to  turn  a  compliment 
in  a  very  pleasant  wa^,  ^boa0i  without  a»t^  r^ard  to 
£Kt,periiaps.  ftttsbful;  yet  one  likes  to  hear  those 
charming  little  untruths,  which  flatter  but  do  not 
deceive.  You  shall  confess  to  Father  F<lix»  Mmaum, 
and  he  will  give  you  a  suitable  penance.'^ 

''CooleaB,  Reverend  Modier<  To  what  cadf 
IWt  is  ^idiat  I  htvt  aot  done  in  forty  years.  Thcfi^  I 
am  confessing  now,  and  ahready  I  feel  betlor*  Yon 
have  power  to  grant  absolution,  have  you  not  ^  ** 

Mother  Sainte  Anne  held  up  her  hands  in  amazement 
9oA  hoixor. 

"  Forty  years  1  Y<m  have  not  confessed  once  in  all 

that  time,  since,  since          Bon  Dieu,  vAat  neglect  I 

What  a  sin  against  the  soul,  against  the  spirit  of  God  I 
If  you  had  died  thus,  would  any  prayers,  my  prayers, 
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ct  dioee  of  your  guwdiaa  angel,  evnif  nsEvc  been  swe 
to  deliver  you  t  Oh,  Monauiir  Gatnarhe,  Michel,  my 
old  friend,  delay  no  longer,  not  a  single  day.  The 
grace  of  God  is  everlasting,  inextinguishable.  It  still 
pursues  you;  and  by  my  voice  it  once  more  asks 
yoit  to  oomfcss,  to  demml  fofgi'vciies8»  to  fcccivc 

The  Reverend  Mother  was  weeping,  and  Michel 
Gamache  was  not  unmoved.  Yet  he  could  not  at  once 
rid  himself  of  the  cynicism  of  years,  but  allowed  himself 
to  doulM  his  htst  friend* 

**  bkdiat  you  ask  thtf  as  a  petsoiialfeqocst.  Reverend 
Mother,  or  merely  to  save  another  soul  nrom  Hell  i  ** 

**  Michel,"  said  the  old  lady,  in  a  low  voice,  **  I  have 
not  seen  you  once  since  the  day  we  parted,  but  during 
every  6xf  in  ^  diose  yeaot  I  lam  niM,  ya»  I  hmm 
prayed  that  we  mi|^t  meet  tgpm  tn  dit  etetiud 
world." 

**  Why  then,  Annette,  did  you  leave  me  at  that  time> 
without  a  word  i  ** 

**  Michel,"  she  reined,  in  a  bfdmt  vdce,  '*  they  told 
me  that  you  had  gone  away  in  anger,  and  afterwards 
that  you  were  dead.  It  was  not  for  years*  wl»n  it  was 
too  late,  that  I  learned  the  truth." 

**  Amnmt,**  md  ^  dd  man,  **  I  was  always  wk 
^Htt  ttore  wass(Mae  misft^e ;  and  always  have  I  diot^;ht 
of  you  with  the  sa.  ne  regard,  a  love  that  will  last  until 
the  end  of  life,  and  afterwards,  whetl»r  in  Heaven  or 
Hell,  will  remain  the  same." 

**  Bfidtd,  it  is  good  to  hear  you  taSt  Uke  tha^  for  now 
I  know  that  we  shall  meet  again  in  the  homelmd  of  die 
soul.  You  will  go  to  Father  will  you  not,  this 

very  day  <  You  will  find  him  in  the  Bai^ltca  an  hour 


MOTHER  SAINTE  ANNE  90$ 


bcfofc  ttnict*  in  the  Ikde  Imk  to  the  ng^  m  you  eater 

the  main  door.  You  will  see  him  $*  ** 

'*  At  least  I  will  visit  Father  Paradis  at  St*  Plactde 
immediately  after  my  return." 

No,  ISiM,  do  not  delay.  You  win  find  Fadier 
Ffia  to-^,  will  you  not,  for  my  sake  i  ** 

**  Yes,  Annette,  I  witt  do  it  lor  yoitr  take-«nd  my 
own." 

Michel,  you  make  me  very  happy,"  said  Annette,  in 
wotdsteiyKchdfaadheasdbc£ofe,inthedddays.  **l 
have  transgressed,  I  fear,  the  rules  of  the  convent,  and  I 
also  shall  have  confessions  to  make.  But  I  am  glad  that 
you  have  come,  and  Father  F^lix  will  understand." 

**  Yes,  he  will  tmderstand,  no  doubt,  if  he  is  still  a 
aua.  The  priests,  fortunatdy,  are  humaoi  beii^  Wtt 
ourselves ;  and  have  the  same  temptttioa^  the  same 
suffering^.  Who  could  confess  to  an  angel  ^o  has 
never  passed  through  the  human  life  But  the  priests, 
the  saints,  the  Holy  Mother,  the  Lord  Jesus — ^thcy 
kncm,  they  tndentaod*  And  yoit.  Reverend  Modier, 
will  tmderstand  wbok  I  i«eaent  a  petition  in  favour  of 
my  friend,  my  woa^  I  fi|aif  K^}«m  Batiste  Gtfoia;, 
of  our  parish." 

Jean  Baptiste  Giroux  <  I  do  not  kaefir  €f  Mm* 
He  s  sm,  periu^is,  of  jwu  imficHf  fotod,  Toossmt 
(Mioux,  of  Gitt«ttt  Ri^a,  ^frfiom  I  have  seen  in  forsMT 
times.  He  was  a  noble  young  man,  I  have  heard." 

''Yes,  Reverend  Mother,  and  the  son  is  like  his 
.^ther,  tall,  strong,  courageous,  with  all  the  virtues,  ^ 
the  alMEtks.  1^  for  aU  that,  one  ^R^iom  he  loves  h» 
kft  him,  and  will  give  herself  to  the  religious  liie." 

"  And  why  not,  Monsieur  Gamache  " 

**  Why  not,  you  say  i  How  can  you  say  thu^ 
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Atmette^  WiU  it  not  be  a  nustaiEe,  a  sad  iiitstahie>  at 

in  our  case  i  '* 

**  Oh ! "  exclaimed  Mother  Sainte  Anne,  with  a 
catch  in  her  voice.  "  Was  it  for  this  you  came  <  Well, 
it  will  be  useless,  I  fear.  Mademoiselle  Tach<  will  take 
tile  first  TOwa  very  soon^  suui  aiter  dutt  tt » iKrt  lik^ 
that  she  will  change  her  mind.  Sa»  will  be  a  notable 
addition  to  our  Congregation — z  young  lady  of  good 
family,  beautiful,  accomplished,  vivacious,  of  a  charming 
disposition,  of  a  most  ardent  devotion,  and  with  a 
Ottttideraye  dowry*  Yes,  that  a  not  to  be  deqiised, 
the  dowry  which  the  bride  of  Heaven  brings  to  her  LmcI 
and  Master,  a  gift  to  lay  at  His  feet,  a  contribution  to 
the  great  work  of  the  Church  through  the  humble 
itsters  <rf  Sainte  Ursule.  Yes,  Monsieur,  Mademoiselle 
Tadil  will  be  happy  and  UKftil  with  us.  Sie  is  in 
every  way  fitted  for  the  religious  vocation,  and  as  a 
teaching  sister  will  be  one  of  the  best.  Many  heretics 
are  won  to  the  true  fold  through  teachers  such  as 
Yes,  I  foretdl  gre^  tilings  fi»  her.  A  true 
vocation.** 

A  vocatioa^  Rcvere»l  Motiier,  can  you  believe 


**  But  certainly.  Who  could  doubt  it  <  She  has  all 
tiK  qtudities,  all  tbst  marks,  aikl  f&»  mA^a  it  stBcerety." 

"  Are  you  certain,  quite  certain  i  ** 

"  Of  course,"  replied  the  old  lacfy»  with  some  a^icf^* 
"  Has  she  not  said  soi" 

**  But,  Reverend  Mother,  permit  a  single  questicm. 
Lxxs  wt  BB0W  t&at  jean  Bsepwstt  loves  tier,  witn  ms 
irfiole  heart,  without  reserves'  Does  she  know  this, 
or  does  she  think  that  he  has  forsaken  her,  that  he 
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"  How  should  I  tnem,  Mooneur  i  MademoiseUe 
Tach^  has  been  very  reserved  on  this  point.  There 
has  been  some  afiiair  ci  the  heart— 4htf  is  all  that  I 
know." 

''Referend  Mother,'*  said  <M  mm,  rising. 
**  Grant  me  but  one  favour  for  the  sake  of  old  times. 
Be  so  kind  as  to  tell  MademniicUe  Gabridie  what  I 
have  said." 

**  I  will  tell  her,  of  course,  but  it  wifi  make  no  differ- 
ence. Those  iriio  ate  caQed  to  die  rd^;ioi»  Hfe  ate 
mqued  fay  a  love  diat »  higher  than  any  mere  human 
emotion.  It  is  a  live  coal  from  the  altar  of  God,  a 
spark  of  that  love  which  brought  the  divine  Saviour  to 
earth  to  live  and  die  for  a  lost  world.  And  when  one 
d&a  gives  oaesetf  &e  tipkh  of  true  daw&on,  one 
finds  a  peace  and  rest  which  the  world  cannot  give,  and 
bliss  ineffable  on  the  bosom  of  the  divine  Redeemer. 
In  our  love  for  Him  and  for  His  cause  all  human  loves 
are  eml»acai  and  gkmfied-^we  give  them  vp  iHaat  we 
may  receive  dieffl  again,  purified  and  tfans^uied,  in 
the  beauty  of  holiness.  Ah,  Monsietur,  the  religious 
life  is  a  good  life  ;  and  afterwards,  in  the  eternal  world, 
the  faithful  will  hve  with  God  unto  the  ages  of  the  ages. 
Amenf*^ 

''Amenl**  said  ^  dd  man,  soleimfy.  **(Hve 
unto  them  eternal  rest,  O  God ;  and  waxf  perpetual 
hl^t  illumine  them  !  " 

"Adieu,  Annette,"  said  Michel,  a  moment  later. 
**'khM  been  good  to  see  yon  miMSL** 

**  Ym  and  for  me  also,"  sakl  Modier  Sainte  Anne. 
**  But  tell  me,  Michel.  Did  you  come  for  die  saie  oi 
your  young  friend  only,  or  for  Gabrielle  S* " 

**  No,  Annette.  It  was  for  your  sake  most  of  all*  I 
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have  been  on  Ac  point  of  cowiuig  for  matiy  years, 
and  the  otfacf  motiw  wssi  0Bft  ocscmmci^  ^bc  ftttoBtp 
merely." 

Mother  Sainte  Anne's  £ace  lighted  up  with  a  radiant 
tonSb  $  9ud  difot^^  a  mut  of  teats  Michri  Ckiiiwcht 
ttw  s^[ain  the  youth  toA  lowdtonf  of  ibtBHf  yMSb 
awl  was  satisfied. 
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CHAPTBRXX 

THB  HOmUT 

"  Tstn,  my  nephew,"  mid  Kibe  Tabeati,  ai  the  tuo 

emerged  from  ^e  forest  surrounding  the  Ic^  cattle 
of  Michel  Gamache.  "  Behold  the  den  of  the  beast. 
He  has  gone  away  for  a  day  or  two,  permitting  us  to 
aaie  a  Ut^  tx^iotadoa*  Very  considerate  of  ti«»n^ 
was  it  not  t  ** 

**  But  there  is  nobody  here — ^no  cbg^  even." 

**  No,  my  good  nephew,  not  even  a  dog.  It  is  a 
sorcerer,  the  inhabitant  of  this  place,  a  species  of  wolf, 
you  know ;  and  wolves  have  no  love  for  dogs.  There 
lie  no  domotic  aatmda  oi  aof  md  m  wM 

beasts  either,  except  the  sorcerer  himself  md  some  of 
his  cousins,  yivho  come  from  the  forest  bow  and  fhfa.** 

**  Wolves  ^  **  exclaimed  Panqphile. 

'*B«cn  so,**  she  asecred.  **Bot  do  not  fear,  my 
brave  nephew;  they  spend  the  daqrta^fccemeioltfie 
forest,  and  do  not  eome  out  ^  eve^i^  mi^it. 
Fear  nothing.*' 

"  Bah  I  *'  said  Pamphile.  "  I  have  no  fear  of  people, 
nor  doi^  Bor  cvm  wolves.  U  tSuBf  were  here  there 
would  be  something  to  kill.  No,  my  aaitt^  it  »  set 
wohres  that  I  fear,  but  this  damned  silence.  There  is 
not  the  call  of  a  bird,  the  chatter  of  a  squirrel,  nor  the 
chirp  of  an  insect.  Even  the  leaves  of  the  trees  are 
stilL  It  ts  a  stkmoe  that  one  can  hear.  It »  at  thoit^ 
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itnoea^oftiiedcid.  UfmmkwoMU^mm 

I  tiitBli>  to  fo  «ivay/' 

The  old  crone  laughed  in  soom,  a  shaU*  cackUiig 
Imii^  that  woke  the  echoes  of  the  forest. 

There  1 "  she  said.  **  You  hear  something*  do  you 
aoti  Bah!  You  suri»ise  me,  Monsieur  the  bravo 
ef  1Mb.  Om  nin  canics  a  pistol,  one  who  hat 
fought  with  savages,  cowboys,  cattle-thieves,  gamblers, 
one  who  has  saved  his  enemy  from  a  burning  house- 
to  be  afraid  of  a  silence,  and  in  broad  daylight  1  Itlito 
laugh,  i&l  Ibt  HdI  Hbl  Well,  let  us  go  away. 
Let  tti  leave  the  treasure,  and  the  old  miser  will  give 
ft  to  Jean  Baptiste.  Heinf  You  don't  like  that  ^  ** 

"  Sacri  !  "  said  Pamphile.  **  He  shaU  not  have  ix, 
that  proud  one,  that  peasant  with  the  swagger  Ml 
prf^  leigseur,  dist  bi^ep  tfait  ww  to  be.  He  dr 
spins  me,  does  he  <  He  strikes  me  with  a  whip,  like  . 
dog.  Sacred  pig's  head  1  I  will  see  him  crawl  in  the 
dust,  and  then  I  will  crush  him  with  my  foot.  Obtain 
the  treasure,  he  ^  Come  on,  my  au&t ;  lettttstoim^ 
castle.  Shall  we  break  down  Ae  door  or  cut  out  a 
w»dow^  The  door  is  on  the  latch,  you  saqr— oot 
barred  <  Mon  Dieu  /  Is  it  possible  <  A  treasure  in 
such  a  place,  and  no  bolt,  no  bar,  no  guards  My 
aunt,  it  is  a  trap.  You  shall  press  ^  latdi ;  you  shaU 
open  ^  door;  and  &C8  ywt  shaB  leoeivc  a  diatge  ol 
buckshot  ffl  body.  No»  ^  pom  »  n^  wofili  ^ 
candle." 

"Coward  I"  snarled  the  old  hag.  "  Good-for- 
nothing  1  Call  younelf  a  man !  Get  out  of  my  way, 
yes  cMtoB'lwfr,  yo«  who  have  not  the  spirit  of  a 
mouse  I  There  I  I  open  the  door ;  I  enter  the  den ; 
die  beait  is  not  there ;  there  is  no  gun,  no  trap,  no 
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wiipoo  of  any  ktod  bttt  what  you  im  on  the  walli,  in 
fttU  fitw.  Now  you  can  arm  yourself  to  tfat  ttt^  If 
you  like ;  but  there  is  no  need.  Oh  yes,  I  have  bees 
here  before,  to  make  a  reconnaissance,  so  to  speak; 
and  I  wouki  have  taken  the  treasure  myself,  but  tfut  it 
ittooheaivy*  YottwillfaavetrottUetolifttt,myn^hew. 
But  you  are  tifOBg,  Pamphile,  as  stfoof  »  Jun  liptim 
himself,  if  you  would  believe  it.  Yoti  could  IbB  him 
you.   I  say  it,  I,  your  mother." 
**  What  f  What  are  you  saying,  my  aunt  l*  ** 
"No  mm  at  ali»  Paii4)iitle— your  modwr,  Mft 
enough,  your  dear  mother.  Kiss  me,  my  son.** 

"  Wait,  my  aunt ;  this  is  too  sudden.  My  mother  t 
la  it  possible  A  most  affectionate  mother,  I  must 
say— a  species  of  ostrich,  or  alligator.  Well,  ^ce  you 
say  it,  yottn^alioiski  know,  I  must  believe,  I  suppose; 
bttt  I  ocudm  tibat  I  am  not  so  very  proud  of  te  nittioa- 
ship.  And  my  father,  what  of  him  Periu^w  yiNi  cam 
wwsl  this  also,  since  you  are  telling  things." 

Well,  that  is  not  so  easy  to  determine ;  but  there  is 
reana  to  thmk  that  ft  Is  MuHteur  die  told  of  tfatt  cast^ 
die  owner  of  the  treasure  duft  we  MB  to  tdtt.** 
Michel  Gamachef" 
No  other." 

"  Then,  my  aunt,  my  mother,  if  you  will,  the  treasure 

«  ft* 

(Vm,  MB  m  KBie. 

"  That  is  what  I  have  been  trying  to  say." 

"  Well,  my  sainted  parent ;  let  us  tal^  what  is  ours 
b^ore  the  old  man  returns.  He  is  a  miser,  as  is  well 
known ;  an  unnatural  father,  as  you  have  intimated ; 

bciim,  for  the  species  of  sorcery  which  he  pfaciiNi 
is  no  mystery  to  me,  I  have  usee  it,  many  a  tkm, 
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iMdi  dwrt  in  HwnOiu  ffo,  my  dtar  pmM,  M  m 
mtiBsioat  ano^ier  any  more,  for  we  are  all  wrceren 
together.  Dog  does  not  eat  dog,  as  you  know.  Curious, 
that  fear  that  I  had  a  moment  since.  It  is  all  gone 
now;  drivenawayby thepowtrof itiiOttaBdafwdi- 
tio&coiicefBtiigfiaiifytats.  Come,  nqrlovily  mother; 
let  us  find  the  tremtit  and  take  it  away  without  delay." 

"  Pamphile,  you  are  a  strange  mixture  of  philosopher 
and  fool,  coward  and  hero ;  but  that  is  what  one  shouW 
expea  from  the  events  oranected  with  your  birtii. 
Some  time  I  wiU  tell  you  die  story,  but  now  we  have 
other  fish  to  fry.  Kick  away  those  skins.  There  is  the 
trap-door.  Lift  it.  Let  us  descend.  A  candle  <  I 
have  it.  FoUow  me.  Now  we  are  in  the  cave,  and  over 
there  in  the  comer  we  should  find  Ae  bos.  There  it 
is*  Dkawmfdl  You  can  lift  it,  of  oounc.  Take  it 
^  now,  and  carry  it  out.  I  will  help  you,  if  necessary. 
I  am  not  very  strong,  but  for  a  treasure  like  this  I  coiUd 
put  forth  some  effort  yet.  Think  of  it,  Pamphile,  the 
pleasure  of  counting  all  that  gold,  ol  foi&ii  the  wei^ 
of  •vtry  piece,  of  ateiBg  the  #raatr  of  tt  by  ^  1^ 
of  a  candle.  I,  too,  must  have  a  cave,  a  dark  cave  with 
no  windows ;  and  every  night  I  will  descend  to  look, 
and  feel  and  count.   It  will  cost  something  for  candles, 
but  one  cannot  have  fdeamft  wAmA  eqpme.  As  fst 
yott,  F^mtph^,  yoit  wSl  want  to  ^end  your  share,  to 
gambk  it  away;  and  soon  you  will  have  nothing, 
nothing.  What  a  pity !  Better  leave  it  all  with  me." 

'*  When  you  are  tired  of  talking,  my  dear  mother,  wffl 
you  be  so  good  as  to  give  me  ^  k«y  ^  " 

-Thei^^  Ihavenohey.  That  is  wliat  I  have  not 
bets  aWe  to  find.  But  you  can  carry  the  box,  I  know." 
"  There  is  no  need  for  that,  my  precious  mother.  If 
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Ihadapicceofttroiigwire.  Ah^hcrritisinmypoclKt. 
A  happy  accident,  is  it  not  (*  How  useful  pockets  are  I 
Possibly  we  might  find  some  other  useful  articles  there, 
4»lock  ihoiikl  pfovi  fdcietofj^Histkkof  dynamtef 
§6t  example,  ft  ii  aa  iniiiesting  trade,  the  k>cbmith's» 
one  of  the  accomplishments  that  I  have  learned  in  the 
course  of  my  wanderings.  But  this  is  not  a  difficult 
combination.  There  goes  one  bolt;  and  there  goes 
^ote.  Naur  tilt  hasp  is  kxMe,  and  th«  lid  lirM^ 
10  open.  If  there  is  to  be  an  eipioibii  it  will  come  at 
this  stage.  My  cherished  parent,  you  shall  have  the 
pleasure  of  opening  the  treasure  diest,  since  you  have 
desired  it  for  so  many  years.  The  old  can  be  ^laredf 
TwB  tanwt  DOC  uie  luiuiv  01  me  wuiiu  is  wm  loa 
young. ' 

**  Bah  !  "  f  aid  the  old  wotian.  "  You  make  a  great 
fuss  about  nothing,  my  brave  son ;  you  with  the  long 
legs,  the  broad  shouklers,  the  fierce  look,  the  big  words. 
Bak  f  Yott  an  a  poor  tmm  kt  a  naa.  IwiSlVtt 
the  lid,  of  course,  and  you  shall  see  vrhxt  we  have  come 
to  find.  There  I  Look  now!  Look!  Oh,  Man 
DimI  Mm  Dim!  What  is  this<  Sacri  diabUI 
MUkcochonsI  Sacri  I  Sacri  I  Cru-ro-m-nt-iUDiml " 

**ynuit  k  the  wmuf  cried  tapiiaa.  ''mat 
dttdUfcetthere^  Nogoki,  eh<  I  tfaottgltt  as  flmdi. 
Stones  from  the  river  i  Yes,  better  than  I  expected. 
Oh,  be  still,  you  old  fool.  Stop  your  yelling.  Who  is 
maldng  a  fuss  now,  I  should  like  to  know  f*  Be  still, 
Isayf* 

Oh,  Pamphile !  Oh!  Ohl  You  do  not  Imoir, 
you  cannot  imagine  the  disappointflM»  the  sorrow, 
i^ter  all  these  years,  to  see  all  my  lK>pes,  all  my  plans, 
oo»e  to  an  end  like  this.  No  treasure,  no  revenge  1 
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Mk  ^  mtierablc  ont,  to  lob  a  poor  woman,  a  poor  old 
woman  who  had  but  one  hope,  one  ambition,  one  thing 
to  make  life  worth  while  I  Now  all  is  booc.  No 
money,  no  revenge  I  Nbdiing,  nothing  1  SmH  t 
Smit  PunphUt,  I  am  fiaiM.  IM  m  m  m 
nephew." 

*•  Nephew  f "  said  Pamphile,  as  they  slowly 
mounted  the  steps  to  the  floor  above.  "  I  wai  your 
son  a  moment  since,  although  I  did  not  b^m  k  for  t 


"  It  wai  a  lie,  Pamphile.  You  are  my  nephew, 
truly,  the  son  of  my  sister  C^dle.  She  was  a  fcx)l, 
C^dk,  and  I  ooulti  not  abide  her.  Oh,  we  were  two 
dovcs-^lddk  and  Ce]«t8»-«m  ng^  ^ 
wiofk  Your  bOmi  He  abo  wai  a  fool.  What  lit 
could  see  in  C^dle  I  could  not  guess.  They  went  away 
without  my  blessing,  you  may  be  sure,  and  soon  after 
he  got  himself  drowned  in  the  Gatineau.  Oh,  they 
were  married  with  all  ref^ularity  in  the  dmrdi,  by  a 
p^m  Rrtiier  Gibaut  of  Chateau  Rkfaer.  No,  you 
are  no  son  of  Michel  Gamache,  that  traitor,  that  thief  I 
Ah,  if  I  had  him  here  I  would  srab  him  to  the  heart* 
that  he  might  be  damned  for  ever,  body  and  soul.  I 
would  go  to  Hell  myself,  to  see  hkA  bwai*  A  tfwiiiMwf 
dcvfli  take  him,  stick  him  on  forks,  tear  his  eyes  out,  his 
ttwgue,  his  liver,  roast  him  in  the  fire  !  Ha,  you  damned 
one,  squirm,  wriggle,  wridie  in  the  fire  that  never  shall 
be  quenched— for  ever,  for  ever,  unto  the  ages  of  the 
ages  I  Ah,  that  it  ttwa§ft,  iwiiifB  M  ktt— fwet^ 
fweet!" 

M*re  Tabeau  was  raving;  and  when  she  saw  the 
picture  of  Annette  Duval,  serene  and  cabn  like  a  holy 
saint  above  an  altar,  she  tore  it  &om  its  place ;  tpA 
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iipoo  it ;  stamped  upon  it ;  and  than  tafid  about  tlia 
loom  like  a  wild  beast,  tearing  and  breaking,  scfatching 
and  biting  and  foaming  at  the  mouth }  until  at  last  she 
Ml  McoMGioai  t»  teof ,  and  tapWIi  CMriid  iNT 

home* 

Toward  evening  Mire  Tabeau  recovered  conscious- 
ness, and  asked  for  the  priest,  knowing  that  she  had  but 
a  little  while  to  live.  Father  Paradls  camt  in  haatt> 
mrfiBg  Bm  Dim;  while  Pamphik*  who  drove, 
Ib^  f&igii4(  die  warning  bell ;  whereat  all  who  heard 
fell  on  their  knees  to  pray  for  the  departing  soul. 
The  priest  remained  with  the  dying  woman  for  a  long 
time,  hearing  her  last  confossaon,  administering  tfat 
iMlr  mubntkm  ^  ^  Mr  <»1*  and  oaring 
pqrets  of  intercession  until  the  last  breath  was  expired, 
dN  heart  had  ceased  to  beat,  and  the  soul  had  passed 
away  from  the  mortal  body. 

When  Father  Paradts  came  from  the  chaaiber  of 
dtatfa  tet  was  upon  hts  €soe  an  expressiott  of  inefibble 
peace,  as  of  (me  in  communk>n  with  the  eternal  world ; 
and  his  eyes  hao  the  far-away  look  of  one  who  gazes 
upon  things  unseen.  Even  Pamphile  felt  a^  sense  of 
awe  and  mystery,  and  for  MM  tmM  Aovs  on  m  iSisee* 
Then,  unable  to  ooi^  bimulf  any  lootVr  tm  htetm 
out  suddenly : 

**  She  was  a  bad  woman,  Monsieur  le  cur<." 

**  What  <  What  is  that  you  say,  Pamphile  <  ** 
Sie  was  a  widwd  old  woman,  and  k  now  m 
BO  doubt*" 

**  Ah,  Pamphile,  how  do  I  know<  I  aa  not  taf 
fiKlfB*  She  is  in  the  hands  of  God/' 

**  Yes,  Mcmi^ur  k  curi,  but  if  there  »  a  mortal  sin 
iiltfA  she  Iw  not  ttomted  I  do  M  iBoir  iita  il  ik 
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I  ttadefttand  diat  any  one  ci  iSaim  a  axwi^  to  6mm 
1^  soul.  Is  it  not  soi*' 

**  Yes,  Pamphile,  if  unforgiven.  But  who  shall  limit 
the  mercy  of  God  i  Even  Judas,  if  he  had  repented, 
might  have  been  forgiven.  This  poor  old  woman,  who 
has  sinned  and  suffered,  comes,  tike  Magdalen,  to  Ae 
feet  of  Jesus ;  in  repentance  and  with  tears,  confesses 
her  sins  and  receives  absohatimi.  The  thief  on  tbe 

Oh  yes,  I  know,"  said  Pamphile, but  is  it  possible 
to  cheat  God  like  tfaat^  The  old  reprobate  lives  in 
im  to  the  very  last ;  and  then,  to  crown  all,  performs 
an  act  of  sublime  hypocrisy,  cheating  herself,  the  priest, 
and  Almighty  God.  If  she  had  died  in  the  fit— what 
then^" 

**  CSod  fvas  merciful  to  hw^  PiMn|rfiite«  He  kneiv  die 
ctrcumstances  of  her  life,  her  parmtage,  associations, 
temptations.  He  knows  all,  comprehends  all,  and  is 
able  to  forgive  when-  we  could  not.  God  is  our  creator, 
my  son,  do  not  forget  that ;  and  is  disposed  to  overlook 
the  sins  (tf  Hk  ae^ttires,  poor  suects  tiutt  we  «e.  We 
4o  not  cheat  Him,  no,  but  He  makes  aUowance." 

"  Well,  that  is  a  comfortable  faith.  Monsieur  le  cur^. 
I  hope  that  the  good  God  will  make  allowance  for  me 
too,  for  the  little  sins  of  the  past,  and  for  some  that  I 
ift'ff"  to  (Ximmii  ueiuie  t  cne* 

Pamphile  !  **  said  the  priest,  in  horror.  "  That  is 
little  short  of  blasphemy;  and  approaches  the  sin 
against  the  Holy  Spirit,  for  which  there  is  no  foi^venca^ 
neither  in  this  world  nor  in  the  world  to  come*  No» 
tof  won,  one  mBit  hm  die  good  iantttdoa,  ooe 
amot  receive  the  grace  of  forgiveness,  because  the 
fatert  ii  cloiid»  PiiBH)hile»  vsy  so^  cqpeat  of  Ae  ins 
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fliflit  1^ ;  east  away  the  bad  intention  for  the  future ; 
and  open  your  heart  to  the  gcaoe  oi  God.  Now,  my 
aon  without  delay.** 

All,  Monsieur,  I  wish  to  do  ao.  Iwlctd,  I  faanre 
jdfCddy  cosmneaced  by  giving  up  a  Kttk  achcme  of 
iniDe,  the  St.  Ange  Gold  Mining  Company,  Linuted, 
to  which  so  many  of  our  good  friends  have  subscribed. 
But  I  will  not  take  their  money,  for  they  need  it  more 
than  I.** 

"  God  will  tewttd  you,  ftwipliflg* 

"  I  hope  so.  Monsieur  Paradis." 

•*  And  if  you  have  any  other  bad  intention,  Pamphite, 
cast  it  from  you  and  you  will  have  peace  in  your  soul.** 

I  will.  Monsieur,  I  will ;  but  first  I  must  setdt  a 
little  score  with  one  of  ^  good  ad^dxmrs.** 

"  Forgive  him,  my  son,  as  you  hope  to  be  forgiven.** 

"  Impossible,  Monsieur  Ic  cur^.  I  will  settie  the 
score ;  and  afterwards  I  will  come  and  tell  you,  for  I 
have  bi^  desired  to  turn  om  a  iKwkal*  la^fhthaw 
been  a  ^od  flsaa,  Mooneor ;  bttt  I  wat  titnad  k  ^ 
moiq;  dttection.  Yott  shafl  ttm  me  die  oAcr  wxft 
Monsieur  le  cur^.** 

«  Now,  Pamphile.** 

"  To-morrow,  Motmem  le  au«.** 

**  Itoe  maey  be  no  to-morrow,  Pamphile.** 

**  WeU,  Bioasaeffir  Paradis,  I  will  take  the  risk  of  that. 
I  was  always  a  gambler.  One  more  chance  ;  one  more 
throw  I  Fortune,  life,  eternity  ji  will  risk  once  more ; 
and  after  that  we  shall  set.  Am  mtt,  Uamtm  k 
cnfi.  Willyottnotsayalittkpfayerlwiiiysntcfltioii^'' 

"  Assuredly  Pamphile,  but  I  implore  ** 

AurwM^p  Uomms.  Uatfl  to^aonor  or  tfat  day 
after.** 
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CHAPTER  XXI 

LOffB  AKD  Wim 

It  was  early  morning;  and  Jean  Baptiste,  before 
beginning  the  da/s  work,  was  walktt^  slo^  akmg 
die  path  where  he  had  met  Gabrielle  and  Pamphile, 
thinking  of  the  beauty  and  joy  that  he  had  lost,  and 
trying  to  reconstruct  the  pattern  of  his  life  out  of  the 
broken  fragments  that  were  left.  His  conversation 
ffoth  lyUdiel  Gamadtt  had  given  hun  tenewed  hope  and 
oottfs^e ;  but  now  that  his  friend  and  confessor  was 
away,  his  thoughts  went  back  to  the  day  of  calamity,  and 
his  feet  turned  to  the  path  of  disaf^intment  and  vain 
regret. 

It  ym  a  k»vely  path ;  mading  along  through  the 
woods  in  a  little  glen  where  ^  gnmnd  ms  oovend 
with  ferns,  the  rocks  with  moss,  and  the  trees  with 
Uchen ;  while  a  clear  stream  descended  in  a  series  o£ 
cascades,  filling  the  air  with  the  sound  of  falling  water— 
a  moufofttl  KOOBapuiiaxtDt  to  the  tad  tfaous^ts  oi  Jtsai 
Bsq^ttstt.  Had  Gabrielle  been  there  the  muste  of  die 
stream  would  have  been  gay  as  the  morning  song  oi 
love  ;  but  now  it  was  Uke  a  dirge  ;  and  the  lonely  0m 
was  as  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death. 

rww  oowefs  wete  tnete  *  tcme  w«Ee  tncmot  *  me 
green,  rank  arum  with  its  bftter  root ;  anl  the  pale, 
dejected  Indian  pipe,  the  corpse-plant,  smoked  in 
ghostly  pow-wows  by  Indians  long  since  dead.  In 
the  spring  the  baneberry  had  been  in  flower ;  but  now 
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only  the  blood-red  berries  were  left ;  and  where  the 
trillium  had  bloomed  were  only  withered  leaves,  and 
a  pois  \ous,  purple  fruit.  The  springtime  of  love  was 
gone ;  and  diefraitiM  of  stiiiimtr  bfo^ 
disappoiatmmt  aad  detpaix. 

And  yet,  on  the  very  spot  where  Jean  had  met  and 
bst  Gabrielle,  he  found  a  httle  plant  with  shining  leaves, 
a  delicate  white  flower,  and  long  roots  of  golden  thread 
running  through  the  cool,  Ishtxk  motiid.  The  toots 
were  bitter  to  die  taste,  but  of  a  healii^  virtue,  purifying 
to  the  blood ;  the  trefoil  was  a  holy  sign,  potent  to  drive 
away  evil  spirits ;  and  the  white  flower  was  a  symbol 
of  hope,  a  promise  of  life  and  love.  As  Jean  knelt  to 
gadier  the  Ihde  plant,  its  several  virtues  secBwd  to  ca^ 
las  body  sand  sotd,  and  he  arose  revived,  purified,  and 
encouraged,  once  more  believing  in  himself,  Gabrielle, 
the  world,  and  God.   He  had  dnmk  a  bitter  cup  to  the 
dregs»  it  seemed,  yet  he  felt  greatly  strengthened.  DaA 
dotadsof  dm^hadlnuigoveryssoid;  butnow  Aey 
were  passi^  amsf ;  ^  silver  lining  was  showing ; 
the  blue  was  appearing ;  and  soon  the  bright  sun  would 
be  shining  in  a  clear  sky.  He  had  felt  himself  abne, 
deserted  by  lover  and  friend ;  but  now  it  swaMd  m 
diot^  ^  were  rettimtt^,  and  Gaim^  hersdf  ooM 
not  be  far  away*  He  had  been  beset  by  foes,  not 
knowing  how  to  escape  ;  but  now  he  felt  the  glow  of 
returning  strength,  the  joy  of  coming  victory ;  and  he 
had  it  in  his  heart  to  thank  his  enemies  for  having  set 
'  ibtmt^99»  agmt  him.  So  lean  strode  19  ^ 
out  <rf  ^  dari^  valley  of  humih'ariw,  toward  the  lookout 
point  on  the  hill,  into  the  hght  and  warmth  of  the  rising 
sun ;  and  as  he  went  he  sang  in  a  deep,  resonant  voice 
a  brave  song  of  life  and  dea^  and  war  s 
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**  Malbroug^  s'en  va-t-cn  guem, 
Mtf  MStcm,  tnironton,  miroatatnc; 
Me  .'jitnigh  s'en  va-t-en  guem 
Ne  sait  quand  reviendra, 
Ne  sait  qtiand  revtendra, 
N«  satt  quand  ftvindfa." 

At  the  top  of  titt  hill  Jean  suddenly  ceased  to  sing ; 
and  str>od  gazing  in  astonishment  at  the  figure  of  a 
woman  m  a  vhite  dress,  with  a  white  sunbonnet  on  her 
head,  standing  by  the  fence  and  looking  out  over  the 
vaXkj  as  though  taiptcsmg  some  one. 

"Gabfi^r 

There  was  no  reply,  but  the  VMKMi  was  still 
there. 

"  Gabrielle  1  Is  it  you,  dear  $*  Speak  to  me  T' 
**  No,  it  ti  not  yoat  dtar  OMtSk,  aaad  I 
replied  the  apparition,  turning.  "  But  is  it  true  that 

Iftsca^hit^  I  flhottkl  be  much  pleased  to  durnk 
so. 

"  No.  Yes,  Mademoiselle  Laroche,"  stammered 
Jma*  "  M  wornm  lock  aMbt  mom  9t  km.  There 
is  a  resemblance,  certainly,  and  it  was  heightened  by 
the  sunlight.  I  was  daxzkd  on  coming  out  of  the 
woods.** 

**  iadtcd  i  **  said  Bbnchette,  with  a  grim  smile. 
'*You  are  smre  tnidiltti  dm  aaapUmeaaary,  BImi- 
sieur  Giroux.  I  know  very  well  that  I  have  not  a 
pretty  face.  It  was  my  figure,  then,  that  fonaided 
you  of  Mademoiselle  Gabrielle  <  " 

**  Yu,  MadwaoMfHf/' 

**  Bah  I  Jean,  why  fie  any  mofe^  Yoit  kaem  vuf 
well  that  Mademoiselle  Tach<  is  tall  and  slender ;  while 
I,  my  friend,  am  short  and  plump,  though  not  exactly 
stout,  as  yet*  Confess,  now,  that  it  was  a  mere  illustim 
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created  by  ^  tim^te*  Tint  oliHiich  one  is  thinking 
aU  the  time  one  iMf  vmf^Atm*  Good  pbtkMphy* 
kit  not 

''Mademoiselle  Blanchette,  you  are  jdmqfs  right. 
F6r  peueUAifcMi  of  tiioi^  dwie  it  aoM  Cili 

compare  with  you.** 

"  Now,  Jean,  that  is  better.  There  you  strike  a  true 
note  which  finds  response  in  my  intellect,  if  not  in  my 
heart.  Yes,  in  my  heart  as  well,  for  I  am  ooasdous  of  a 
certain  stsperiority  diere  also.  As  €nr  mere  bc«^,  tiutt 
will  disappear  with  time;  but  truth  and  love,  the 
virtues  of  the  intellect  and  of  the  heart,  will  endure 
for  ever.  Yes,  for  ever.  Monsieur  Jean.*' 

**  I  know  it.  Mademoiselle.** 

**  And  tfiose  vAio  have  tiw  katt  bcaistsr,  ^  vim 
can  love  the  most.** 

**  Yes,  MademoiseUc.** 

*•  Yes,  you  say  *  yes,  yes  *  like  a  parrot.  Why  do  you 
not  utter  your  own  thoughts  <  Why  do  you  not  say 
t^yotthawaoimiilobelovcd;  iliatymtftenftoaly 
to  love ;  to  find  some  object,  some  perfection  of  beauty 
that  absorbs  you  wholly,  in  the  contempbtion  of  which 
you  are  lost,  so  that  you  foi^et  all  else ;  are  blind,  deaf, 
dumb,  even,  in  the  presence  of  ^  <^icfi*  Cm  jc» 
deny  it.  Monsieur  Giroux  i  '* 

"  No,  MadcmoiseUe.*' 

"  And  if  that  object  were  taken  away,  to  Heaven, 
perhaps,  or  to  a  nunnery,  which  is  the  same  thing,  it 
woukl  be  for  ever  enshrined  in  your  heart,  and  yottwoidd 
wenyp  it  tstil  ^  ted  of 

"  Yes,  Blanchette.** 

"  And  no  second  object  could  ever  take  the  place  ol 
the  first.  There  ooukl  be  no  second,  Jean  Baptiste.*' 


**  Blanchettr,  all  that  you  have  said  is  true.  I  will 
HOC  deny  it*" 

**  U  would  be  useless,  Jean.  You  do  not  lie  widi 
any  conviction,  my  friend.  You  are  a  man  of  sincerity 
and  truth,  such  as  the  good  God  seldom  finds  in  man, 
and  in  woman,  never.  What  constancy  1  Listen.  I 
witt  tdl  yott  a  secret*  No  woman  is  worth  tt*  We  tie 
IM  like  that,  we  others.  We  have  our  {nderences,  of 
course,  but  when  it  comes  to  choosing,  the  case  is  other- 
wise. To  prefer  is  one  thing ;  to  choose  is  altogether 
di£ferent.  Do  you  grasp  the  distinction.  Monsieur  the 
schobf  t  Pov  mutfiitt  tf  wc  cannot  hxn  osf  first 
preference  we  take  the  second,  or  the  diird ;  and  at  to 
the  religious  life,  that  is  fourth  or  fifth,  possibly,  accord- 
ing to  circumstances.  To  be  the  bride  of  Heaven, 
Moaaitva,  is  highly  desirable  for  the  salvation  of  the 
■wui,  B  Qoe  cannot  om  wm  waom  oi  KBC  fpouf  im8V% 
strongman.  Fmrine^ I^wiBht^htadeof Hesvcn, 
if  I  must." 

Blanchette,  my  friend,  my  sister,  tell  me — do  you 
think  that  she  will  return  <  *' 

Bhwchette  dkl  xK>t  speak,  but  wod<fad  her  head 
wnpnanca^. 

**  Why  do  you  think  so,  Blanchette  i  " 

**  What  a  question ! "  exclaimed  Blanchette,  with 
indignation.  "  The  young  ApoUo  wishes  an  enumera- 
tisB  of  ys  virtues,  evidetttiy.  WeB,  he  MSi  SKtf  hswe 
it  from  me.  I  have  given  you  my  opinion,  have  I  not  < 
As  for  reasons,  I  will  merely  sa^,  as  o&sr  memo,  do  t 
because.   Is  that  sufficient  i** 

**  It  must  be,  anoe  you  say  so ;  atui  I  thank  you  more 
than  I  can  tell.  And  now  I  tsM  ksve  yott>  I  fear* 
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fifc  Weafeiiiakiiigaiiewftart,yottkiiow.  Good4iy«, 
Oancfaette,  I  am  glad  that  you  wict  Ime.'' 
"  Muat  you  go,  Jean  <  ** 

**Yes.  The  sun  is  rising  high,  as  you  see.  Au 
ntfoiff  Blanchette*" 

'*Wa^aiiioiiiei^}eaa.  Do  aot  letma  by  ^  pi^ 
Take  the  road,  rather/* 

"  Why  then  ^  It  is  much  shorter  by  the  path,  and 
I  must  hasten.  Good-bye  again." 

**Jeanr* 

**  Do  not  go  that  way.** 
"  But  why  not  <  " 
''Because*'* 

**  Because  <  You  ate  laughing  aft  me.** 

**  No  laughing  matter,  Jean.  Do  not  go,  I  say.** 

**  Blanchette,  this  is  too  fooliah.  ImU     ol  ooone.** 

**  There  may  be  danger.** 

"Danger^** 

''Yes.  Now  I  have  said  it.  Theie  it  danger,  ]eaa.** 
"  That  it  tflteifitiag.  Now  I  shall  oertatnly  go.  I 

should  like  very  much  to  find  a  little  danger,  to  begin 

the  day.  Life  was  becoming  too  mwiotonous,  altogether. 

Where  is  the  danger,  Blanchette  #  ** 
"  In  ^  0ita,  Jean,  lAiefe  ^  path  ctoM  llie  &de 

stfeam.  Ah,  now  I  have  told  you,  and  you  wffi  go»  I 

do  not  wish  you  to  be  killed,  Jean." 
"Killed^  Who  would  kill  me,  and  why <** 
"  They  do  not  wish  to  kill  you,  but  merdy  to  pasmk 

you. 

"  Punish  me  <   That  is  good.  But  who,  then  <  ** 
"  Tom  Sullivan  and  Paddy  Brady." 
"Hal  Hal  They  have  tried  it  before.** 
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**Hdni  Three  of  them  ^  Well,  we  must  see  aboot 
that.  An  rwoir,  Btonchcttg.  IihaUbeaUfisbt*" 
"Jeanl" 
"What  then 
"Do  not  km  1^** 

"Certainly  not.  RcaMife  yoam^  Btanehfitte* 
Nobody  wiU  be  killed/' 

"  Jean  1  Jean  1 called  Blanchette,  in  distress ;  but 
he  was  already  out  fli  hasieiitf^  eager  tte^ 
toward  tltt  place  (tf  danger. 

At  the  stream  he  stopped  and  looked  about  in  all 
directions,  but  could  see  no  one ;  and  was  passing 
akmg,  disapp(unted  but  watchful,  on  the  other  side, 
yAvat  the  i»th  skirted  a  great  rodk,  when  two  men 
stepped  out  and  stood  facing  him  in  the  middle  of  the 
way.  They  were  Tom  Sullivan  and  Pamphile  Lareau. 

"Crood  morning,  gentlemen,"  said  Jean,  without 
ffbffkfn<'F'g  his  pace,  but  turning  aside  to  give  them  Ae 

**  Not  so  fast,"  said  Pamphile,  placing  himself  directly 
in  front  of  Jean.  "  Stop  a  aiofBentr  if  you  pkaae.  We 
wish  to  talk  to  you." 

"Certainly,"  replied  Jean,  stopping  within  arm's 
iesgtfa  of  the  two  men,  aad  measuriiig  Aem  with  his 
eye.  "  But  you  will  first  throw  amy  that  my 
isend.  You  will  not  need  it,  I  assu  ;  you." 

"  No,  we  shall  not  need  it,"  said  Pamphile,  with  a 
famh  laugh,  thtowing  the  weapcm  aside.  "  Two  to 
one  are  odds  enough,  Jean  Baptiste." 

"  Ttoe  to  one  would  be  still  better,  Pamphile— 
two  in  front  and  one  behind,  eh  <  Tell  Paddy  to  come 
out  vdiere  I  can  see  him." 
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"  He  is  a  devil,"  said  Tom,  with  an  oath.  **  Pat, 
come  around  in  front.  He  will  not  run  away*  I  can  ie« 
that,** 

*'RBa  away,  Tomf  aaid  Jean»  m  auld  tufpciK. 

"Why  should  I  do  that 

**  Damned  if  I  know,"  said  Tom. 

**  You  never  saw  me  do  it,  did  you,  Tom  i  ** 

**  No,  damn  you  I  Not  yet.** 

"Notye^Tomf  Why  do  you  aay  that f 

"  Oh,  be  silent,  Tom,''  broke  in  PftnqMe.  Wl^ 
all  this  talk  f*  Don*t  you  see  that  he  is  mocking  yo*  > 
Jean  Baptiste  Giroux,  listen  to  me.  We  have  certain 
requests  which  we  desire  to  make.** 
Kicqucm,  wtfnpiniey 

"  Yes,  requests.  Demands,  if  you  like.** 

**  Demands  <  That  k  intereattng.  I  tm  emsm  t» 
know  what  they  are*" 

**  You  shall  ktK)w  socm  enough.  B^;in,  Tom.** 
jcan  capttste  vjhoux,  aamn  yw^  i  sptuttcrra  Tom 
Sullivan.  "  You  know  damn  well       I  want,  and  if  you 
don*t  give  it  up,  by  God*  I*U  kill  you,  you  otfiedtfaid^ 
kill  you,  I  say.** 

«Gwettp^,T«Bf*' 

**  The  mail  contract,  damn  yon  I  ** 

"And  if  not,  Toms'** 

**  If  not  <  You  refuse  <  He  refuses.  Come  on, 
boys !  All  together  I  ** 

But  Banyhile  li^  hn  hand  on  Tooi't  shoiildcf. 

**  Wait,  Tom.  He  has  not  yet  rrfttigd.  Gat  Mn  a 
chance.  Wait,  I  say.  I  also  bam  a  request  to  sttiBe  of 
Monseigneur  the  Bishop.'* 

Jean  did  not  smile  any  more ;  but  his  lips  were  pressed 
ckK  together,  »d  a  steely  glitter  was  ttt  his  eye. 
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"What  is  it,  then 

"lask,  McmieigneiirtheBiilioptliitiPWiobti  I 
4rr*^t  &tle  priest,  to  be  permitted  to  strike  you  four 
timei  across  the  face  with  this  little  whip ;  the  same, 
you  will  notice,  that  was  used  the  other  day.  It  was 
wSh  some  difficulty  that  I  obtained  it,  but  here  k  it 
^  same,  I  amife  you." 
"Andif Irefuse<"  ^         ,  ■ 

"  If  you  refuse,  little  priest,  I  propose,  for  myself 
alone,  not  knowing  what  the  good  Tom  may  wish;  I 
ptojpoBC  to  tie  you  to  a  tree,  widioitt  flMMh  ol  cuunt* 
and  »  &>g  you  mAm  an  inch  of  your  lifB«  For  my 
part,  I  would  not  kffl  you,  but  I        iMtw  yott  fef  «h« 

"  That  would  be  pleasant,"  said  Jean,  as  though 
deliberating.  "  Unique,  too,  in  this  part  of  tl»  world. 
Idoaotlitti^atiA.  ibid  yott,  ^  «n4d 
you  do  ^  ** 

said  Pat, I  am  sick  of  the  whole  danmed 
usiness,  but  I  stand  with  Tom.  But  1*11  not  see  yott 
killed,  Jean,  no,  not  dua.** 
**  I  kt  you  off  easy  last  time,  Paddy." 
*'Soyoudid, JeaafdanttVcUIknowit.  Illnotset 

you  killed,  Jean." 

**  Thank  you  for  that,  Paddy  I " 

With  that  Jean  made  a  sudden  spring  across  the  padi 
in  hoat  of  Pamphile  and  Tom ;  made  a  feint  at  Pat's 
face  with  his  left  hand ;  and  with  his  right  dealt  him  a 
terrific  blow  at  the  comer  of  the  jaw  below  the  left  ear. 
Pat  fell  to  the  ground,  and  lay  unooosdoiia  among  the 
ferns;  while  a  strug^^e  went  on  about  him  that  he  would 
have  ^ven  his  right  arm  to  have  seen. 

faffaatiy  PitrnF^**  and  Tom  fastened  upon  Jean 
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ykt  mmiA  ttpou  a  hear  at  htf,  Bodi  utit  atraif 
mm ;  bt  Jean  iliook  them  oB,  and  tried  to  dose  with 
one  alone.  More  wary  now,  they  circled  about  him, 
out  of  reach  of  his  powerful  handa ;  but  presently  he 
tcgaued  the  path,  itood  widi  Iw  back  to  ^  fodif  and 
tb^  fwed  to  oome  near. 

"  Come  on,  boys  I "  nid  bt*  a  |riB  anila*  **  I 
am  waiting  for  you/* 

''Come  on  yourself,  damn  youl"  yelled  Tom 
SoQivas. 

"All  right,  Tom;  I  am  coming.  You  inc» 
friend,"  said  Jean,  as  he  advanced  slowly  upon  Tom ; 
keeping  an  eye  and  an  arm  for  Pamphile,  who  was 
about  to  take  him  in  the  rear.  This  time  Tom,  who  was 
one  of  the  best  fighten  in  die  padUi,  stood  his  gfooad } 
exchanged  a  feint  or  two  with  Jean ;  and  then,  ninotbly 
evadii^  a  blow  that  should  have  felled  him  to  the  earth, 
he  suddenly  whirled ;  his  body  sank ;  his  feet  rose  in 
the  air,  one  after  the  other ;  and  he  delivered  a  furious 
liai  at  mB  casfliqr a  iinKiy  «w  roiniic  wsnrnti  wun  wibgb 
he  had  been  known  to  split  open  an  adversary's  skuU, 
and  which,  in  the  lumber  woods,  had  won  him  the 
tide  of  "  Terror  of  the  Gatineau."  The  fight  would 
have  ended  then  and  there,  but  that  Jean,  'tAio  had  been 
expecting  the  attack,  swerved  a  trifle  to  one  side; 
seized  the  kywer  foot,  sa  it  rose;  and  allowed  Tom  to  fall 
by  his  own  momentum  on  head  and  shoulders  with  such 
force  as  to  drive  the  breath  from  his  body  and  to  leave 
him  Mwined  upon  the  ground.  Huis,  frequently,  ^ 
jSMffy  if  not  sHcccsifuUy  defivendf  bfioga  dtstiMctiOft 
to  him  ¥^0  launches  the  blow. 

As  Tom  fell,  Jean  received  a  blow  at  the  back  of  the 
head  that  sent  him  to  his  knees ;  as  he  sprang  to  his  feet 
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he  took  another  that  made  him  reel  I  but  the  third  blow 
he  parried ;  alw  ^  foiifdii  md  ttea  he  began  to 
counter  with  such  effect  as  to  put  Pamphile  wholly 
oa  the  defensive ;  and  forced  him  back,  step  by  step, 
now  on  the  path,  now  trampling  among  the  ferns,  down 
to  the  stream  and  up  the  slope  on  the  other  tide»  ttmil 
they  stood  upon  die  viry  q»0C  lAtit  PamphUe,  in  the 
pfwence  of  GabrieUe,  had  btia  tttttdi  ia  the  te  «ad 
wounded  in  the  soul. 

**  Here  is  the  place.  WeU,  Pamphile*  have  you  had 
enough  i  ** 

Pam^tik  maive  no  reply,  but  glared  in  futile  rage, 
while  his  right  hand  still  clutched  the  whip  with  which 
he  had  planned  to  take  revenge. 

"Ah,  the  little  whip  I  "said  Jean.  "Andyouwould 
like  to  strike  me  in  the  heti   Well,  you  Ml  do 

•0." 

"  What  i  '*  exclaimed  Pamphile,  in  astonishment. 

**  I  struck  you  in  the  face,**  said  Jean,  in  a  cahn,  even 
voice,  "  instead  of  killing  you ;  and  if  it  would  be  a 
satisfaction  to  yott  to  ttf^  me  ta  fcntm  yottimf  do  it. 

Naw  bfgint** 

A  peculiar  expression,  as  of  a  rat  driven  into  a  comer, 
came  into  the  face  of  Pamphile,  as  he  slowly  raised  the 

this  momcrt  a  shriB  cry  rai«  ottt  thfoyi^  ^ipoedi 
—ft  WMnan's  voice. 
"Oh!    Oh!   Jean  I  T^kt  care!  B^iad  y.il 
jok  I  I-ook !  '* 

The  warning  came  too  late ;  for  Pamphile,  droppmg 
the  whip,  sprang  at  Jean's  throat ;  ^Mt  Tom,  who  had 
up  like  a  cat,  seized  him  from  bl^iadi  tf4 
ttge^  they  boce  ^  ^  tiic  pcMB^ 
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Hwt  tiiqr  tipisted,  waAmd  and  MHd  about  kg 

moments  that  were  hkt  houn ;  but  soon  were  still,  for 
Jean  was  upmi  his  knees ,  and  then  he  rose,  sloidy, 
•tcadtly,  unta  IM  stood  cMCt,  tntb  Pam^iiU  still  hanging 
to  bii  toit>  Tail  mmm  ctoysd  iboiit  hk 
body.  They  wwe  iMmg,  as  si  secaed,  tddng  breath 
for  the  final  strt^n^  ;  but  presently  nerve  and  muscle 
were  tense  apim  ;  the  strain  was  on ;  they  swayed  to 
and  fro,  traoMling  the  ferns,  stagfering  against  the 
tnea»  aad  aB  lie  whit  mmmg  ^  temtd 
^itoiiybed<^thestreaai.  Paoqiiak  and  Tom,  seeing 
this,  and  reaUzing  that  Jean  meant  to  Ml  on  them  there, 
made  a  tremmdo*  ^ort;  and  <»ice  more  dragged 
him  down.  Then  ;  putting  kslkiSi  fli  hk  fmt 
BUiiiitfw  tiiiad  wuraaieiir  iowB^riapp?  wMe 
lli  CMMics,  like  bulkiogs,  hong  on,  now  above,  now 
hmtiiAt  tmtil  they  all  lay  together  in  the  stream,  amoag 
the  bonders  iod  pebbles  that  in  ages  past  had  broken 
fmm  the  n»>untatxa  and  had  been  worn  smoodi  by  die 
iMHBaat  actios  clfriiBgwtier.  Pamphile  lay  beneath 
the  weight  ol  two  men ;  but  still  his  fingers  clutched 
the  throat  of  Jean,  and  skyw%  t^^iteiied  until  he  could 
hardly  breathe, 
"fteq^"  fm  wiBspered,  'Met  go,  or  I  wS  kffl 

— —  —  -  - 

you. 

The  pip  4iitawd»  |aa9       bcang  atiaaiM  to 

death. 

With  a  last  effort  he  rose  to  his  knees,  seized  the  head 
of  taiphik  ^  was  pfcaaed  apte  his  breait,  Ibfced 
it  WB^  ft  toudied  one  of  the  large,  skooth  pebbles ; 
and  dien,  with  a  sudden  jerk,  cracked  it  like  a  nut  against 
the  rock.  The  head  lay  there  with  staring  eyes  and  open 
mouth;  the  body  relasKd ;  but  still  the  fingers  held  their 
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grip ;  and  it  was  with  difficulty  that  Jean  rdeaied  hk 
tfafoat  Itom  the  dying  graH>.  ^     .  •  r 

The  %ht  wai  over.  Jean  staggewd  to  his 
great  distress  of  body  and  mind,  his  face  all  cover^ 
with  blood  and  bruises ;  and  turned  to  Tom,  who^ 
clung  to  him,  looking  up  with  expresson  of  mini^ 
hste  ml  few  • 

"  Tom !  ^  ^. 

"  By  God,  I'U  kill  you  yet,"  muttered  Tom,  making  a 

last  and  futile  effort.  ^ 

**  No  I  **  said  Jean,  putting  his  haoo  on  Tomt  heao, 
and  pressing  bads  the  elastic  curis  ol  bright  red  hair. 
"  No,  Tom,  old  man,  let  us  have  no  more  killing.  Oh, 
why  did  wc  do  it,  Tom,  my  friend  <*' 

The  terror  fled  from  Tom's  soul ;  the  hate  ano«y 
too ;  and  as  he  kioked  up  at  Jean's  battered,  socrowftd 
fece,  he  broke  down  and  wept  Uke  a  duld. 

"  Oh,  my  God,  my  God  I  **  he  moaned.  Why  did 
we  do  it  Pamphile  dead ;  Pat  dead  j  and  I,  I  might 
as  weU  be  dead  too.  MyGodI  MyGod!'* 

"  Pat  not  dead,  Tom.  I  hm  him,  I  think.  Yes, 
there  he  oooes.  ThaidE  God.  Pat  is  all  right,  Tom, 
and  you  are  all  right  too.  Brace  up,  old  man.  But 
Pamphile^  Mm  Dim!  What  have  I  done <  Tom, 
I  am  going  away.  You  will  look  after  Pimphile--yott 
andPit.  There  yM  be  seine  «y wttt  I  utt  ^ 

And  the  mail  contract  ** 

"  Damn  the  mail  contract  I  ** 
"  But  no,  Tom  j  it  is  yours  now.  You  will^dnve 
the  mail  to-morrow,  will  you  not  <  ThemiaiiW8t  f»— 

Her  Majest/s  Mail." 

**Y«rI  willdoit,|Baa;  b^  it  wll  be  yowft  i«ea 
«Mi  moK  hack/* 


'*  I  am  not  coming  back,  Tom.  Good-bye.** 
Jean  Baptiste,"  said  Tom,  grasping  the  exteaM 
hand, "  yott  haw  been  damn  good  to  nt  tl»t  h«pe  bwii 
dama  meaii  to  you,  and  &*t  daam  Sony  I  am  f or  all  our 

damned  cussedness.  Come  back  soon,  and  we*ll  be 
good  neighbours  and  friends,  by  God,  we  mXi** 

As  Jean  strode  along  toward  his  hone  he  law 
Blandiette  by  the  path,  weeptag  btody. 

"Ah,  ffiaadietter  it  is  yon.    And  yon  saw 
all.** 

*'  Not  all,  Jean.  I  was  too  much  afraid,  and  I 
hid  behind  the  rock.  Oh,  why  did  I  not  atop  kf 
Mm  Dim,  but  it  was  terriWel    Yon  ace  a  hao, 

Jean  Baptiste.*' 

"  No,  Blanchctte,  far  from  it.  A  brute,  rather,  a 
species  of  tiger.  At  one  time  I  would  gladly  have  kiUed 
them  all,  and  drunk  their  bk)od.  Mm  Dku,  wliat  m 
uprising  tan  ^dipdis  I  iwir  has  passed ; 
mi  the  man,  the  Christian,  is  sorry  for  the  deeds  <rf 
the  brute.  But  yen  do  not  ttndffsftmd  such  thing*, 

nanchette.**   ^ 

''No^  You         aot<  Ah,  tf  fl  me  omy  10* 
But  i  toe,  hK9t  my  8tnigiN»      codKds.  But  cAk, 
fott  are  hurt  1  Ah,  my  poor  Jean,  he  can  hardly 
walk.  Lie  down  here,  on  the  cool  moss,  and  I  will 
fetch  some  water  from  the  stream.  Ah,  Mm  Dml 

Mm  Dim!** 

*«lfe,I«Biltfi#^  Aitdedizzinessr-diatwasall. 
ft  is  gone  now,  and  I  must  go.  No,  Blanchette,  it  is 
not  I  who  need  you,  but  Pamphile  down  there.  For 
me,  I  could  not  toiich  him.  Ah,  the  poor  feOo^l 
Astrongmanandbewej  yes,bnwetotfiehit.  A^m^ 
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"  Adieu  I  **  said  Blanchette,  goitif  mxfy  md  f$ma 
she  turned,  suddenly,  fiercely : 
"jeani** 

'^Whatisit^BlaBdwttef  " 

"  Nothing/'  she  said,  as  she  turned  away  down  die 
path.  **  There  was  something,  but  I  have  forgottea* 
Adieu,  my  friend.  May  God  keep  you*'' 
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CHAPTER  XXII 

"  Monnr  loves  company/'  they  say*  How  true  sml 
yet  how  false  1  The  smaeaiAt  seek  society  as  they  take 
to  drink,  that  they  may  forget  their  sorrow ;  but  those 
who  are  sore  hurt,  with  a  pain  that  cannot  be  forgotten, 
a  grief  that  will  not  be  put  .  iide,  creep  away  to  die, 
or  to  be  sdoae,  until  the  crttd  wound  is  healed,  thtj 
seek  the  solitary  places,  where  diey  may  have  the  silent 
sympathy  of  the  stars,  the  unuttered  consolation  of  the 
desert,  the  healing  virtue  of  the  wilderness;  where 
diey  may  renew  their  strength  at  the  fountain  of  life, 
or  return  the  wc»n-ottt  body  to  Bib^ier  Eardi,  and  the 
tared  spirit  to  Father  God. 

So  Jean  Baptiste,  failure,  good-for-nothing,  who  had 
come  to  the  end  of  all  his  efforts,  had  seen  the  ruin 
of  all  his  hopes ;  humiliated,  discouraged,  deserted  by 
lover  and  friend,  despised  and  teieeied,  wkb  tfae  bmid 
of  Cain  upon  his  forehead  *,  fled  from  the  dwellings  of 
men  to  the  solitude  of  the  forest,  to  be  alone  with  his 
wounded  spirit,  to  fight  alone  the  grim  battle  with  the 
dafk  angels  of  grief,  regret,  remorse,  and  de.^. 

Within  a  stcMK^s-throw  of  his  mc^ier's  door  ymm  ^ 
edge  of  the  great  Laurentian  forest,  stretching  nonkmtd 
without  a  break  to  the  settlements  of  the  Saguenay  and 
Lake  St.  John,  and  thence  north  and  north-west  to 
tfat  btficitMfen  of  UMtat  and  the  rocky  shores  at 
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Hudson's  Bay.  In  that  vast  region  are  lonely  places 
where  trappers  and  Indians  seldom  pass  and  Itunbermen 
have  blazed  no  trail.  There  moose  and  caribou  roam 
laicKitutbed ;  dieregtant  pines  grow  oavifflDifflHdei; 
there  lie  lakes  on  y/Addi  ao  camoe  hat  ever  fkated ; 
and  there  bloom  flowers  that  are  never  seen  by  mwtal 
eye.  It  is  a  retreat  where  one  may  be  alone  ;  a  sanctuary 
where  no  enemy  may  come ;  a  wilderness  where  one 
nuQrbekit;  bittt  utee  one  may  find  patht  «^  peace^ 

place  with  God. 

As  Jean  Baptiste,  hunter  and  trapper  now,  with  a  pack 
on  his  back  and  a  rifle  in  his  hand,  plui^ed  into  die 
forest,  ana  tne  trees  receiveu  hub  wnn  open  arms,  ine 
people  and  things  that  he  had  known  seemed  to  go  into 
the  bacl^;round  of  consciousness  like  the  unreal  images 
of  a  dream.  It  was  as  though  he  had  died,  and  was 
awaking  in  a  place  v^ere  ttore  were  no  people,  but  only 
«Kt  aai  underbntdi,  feras  md  flMM,  nfld  grasses  and 
flowers,  soft  black  soil  imderfoot,  and  a  canopy  of  leaves 
overhead,  with  openings  here  and  there,  through  which 
he  could  see  the  blue  ^  and  white,  fleecy  douds.  1  le 
9U  W99  fragrant  witli  woistt  eartliy  odoisiy  toA  ^B^lfieot 
ol  flowers  and  leaves.  Not  a  sound  ma  heard,  save 
now  and  then  the  call  of  a  bird,  the  chatter  of  a  squirrel, 
or  the  crackle  of  a  breaking  twig.  So  sudden  and 
conq>lete  was  the  change  that  Jean  thought  of  himself 

aaoncf  ptnon,  seeamK  renq^  m  a  fww  wona^  out 
ptsfiocd  by  die  avenger,  his  f ofnier      i^on  be 
was  vainly  trying  to  leave  behind. 

On  he  went  through  the  cool  woods ;  winding  about 
amcmg  the  trees,  clambering  over  rodoi  and  fallen 
tttobcr,  and  ai  the  yAuk  ioisg  up  the  iiMWiiHaiii'iidCi 


THE  WILDERNESS  9» 


until  a  precipice  rose  before  him,  a  wall  of  granite  where 
there  was  no  foothold,  but  only  crannies  here  and  there, 
with  a  tuft  of  grass  or  a  sprig  of  fern  growii^  in  a  handful 
of  90&»  JcdHi  didl  not  see  Aat  it  ikm  an  in^pawddc 
btfrier ;  but  let  himself  to  it  with  blind  force ;  watt 
up  a  little  way ;  and  then  fell,  torn  and  bleeding,  to 
the  ground.  Presently  he  took  a  new  path,  skirted  the 
rock  until  he  fotmd  a  place  where  trees  and  shrubs  could 
grow;  and  l»fe  he  dtmbed^tfaoui^  with  great  cKfficnlty, 
to  ^  very  top.  It  was  a  good  omen,  this  victory  after 
defeat ;  and  it  was  with  no  little  satisfaction  that  he  stood 
upon  the  rocky  crown  of  the  mountain  loolBng  down  on 
the  valley  below. 

Hoiw  wmM  everything  looked  hem  aa  etevatkm  of  a 
thousand  feet  1  The  dwellings  aad  bams  were  like 
dolls'  houses ;  the  cattle  like  mice ;  the  chickens  and 
ducks  like  flies ;  and  all  went  about  without  a  sound, 
like  puppets  in  a  j^aaUxasdnt*  Drivii^  along  the  road 
M  a  ioatl's  stee.  aad  ••^■««*»  a  UkAe  ddtid  ef  wck 
a  tiny  horse  and  oitiRdiaffiannikin  in  the  seat  holdvtig 
invisible  reins  in  one  hand  and  an  invisible  whip  in  the 
other*  It  was  Bonhomme  Gagnon,  goii^  to  market 
wM  Ibs  btftler  and  dbtat,  his  potatoes  and  tura^ 
What  a  foolish  Htile  m^^fit,  with  his  pompoui  atr, 
his  absurd  swag^r  and  his  boastful  taUtI  And  die 
odier  neighbours  were  much  the  same — tiny  insects 
btuouD^  about  in  the  sunlight  of  a  summer's  day,  soon 
10  bt  ^omaad  in  ^  iwi  or  mpptd  by  the  early  frost. 
Wm  it  for  the  good  opmlon  of  deaturea  Hsch  at  ^ne 
that  one  should  plan  and  work  t  Glory,  fame — what 
were  they  {*  To  hear  one's  name  pronounced  by  the 
lips  of  men ;  to  see  them  stare  and  gape  as  one  piused 
by;  aad  after  that  lOeiiGe,  and  the  poll  of  night.  It 
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mi  aot  noctfmM.  Noth^  was  worth  while  but  to 
escape  ftom  ikn  world,  to  bury  oneself  in  the  forest,  to 
ascend  some  h^  place  whence  one  could  look  down  and 
see  the  pettiness  of  everything— and  then  to  go  away 

It  should  be  easy  to  forget.  One  had  only  to  ascend 
another  thousand  feet,  and  all  those  objects  would 
disappear  from  s^ht,  or  one  could  turn  away,  pltmge 
into  the  forest,  and  they  would  be  gone.  Thus  one 
oottld  at  wffl  oMteatc  ittt  aimthifatf*  ^bt  wodd. 
True,  but  that  would  only  t»ing  them  back  again ;  for 
to  the  inward  vision  they  would  be  as  large  as  ever, 
prominent,  imposing,  dominant.  When  the  former 
life  was  out  of  sight  it  was  by  no  means  out  ol  mmi* 
When  the  eyes  wtft  cbsed,  die  absent  ones,  friends  and 
enemies,  would  return  and  take  Uieir  accustomed  places. 
To  banish  them  would  be  to  commit  a  species  of  suicide, 
a  mutilation  of  the  soul,  like  cutting  off  a  hand  or  pluck- 
ing out  an  eye.  No,  |ie  who  would  have  die  fulness  of 
Uk  mtot  fo^  iio^t^ ;  and  1m  «^  would  be  brave 
must  not  only  foce  the  ft^e  oourage,  but  look  with 
steadfast  eye  upon  the  past.  Thus  Jean  Baptiste,  as 
he  stt>od  on  the  mountain-top,  in  view  of  his  old  home, 
aUo wed  his  former  self  to  overbike  him,  and  toge^tm  tibey 
went  on  didr  waqr* 

Jean  made  his  way  over  the  crest  of  the  mountain, 
and  down  the  northern  slope,  into  a  densely  wooded 
valley,  pushing  through  the  thick  fringe  of  alders  that 
bordered  the  stream,  floundering  m  a  tta»  ci  fwxiqp 
and  beaver  ponds,  steppu^i  l^tly  over  carpus  ol 
thick,  fkMiagmon  in  the  shade  of  cedars  and  tamaracks, 
climbing  up  again  among  the  beeches  and  maples  of 
the  mkldle  slopes,  the  pines  and  apruces  of  the  h^^ 
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ridges,  until  he  stood  on  dit  wuamt  a  second  range 
that  overtopped  all  the  southern  hills.  Looking  back 
he  saw  beneath  him  a  sea  of  hills  and  valleys,  with  the 
edge  of  a  clearing  showing  here  and  there ;  while  far 
my  tad  beyiMMf  ii«f»  ^  iiO  €l  Beatqport»  tiie  gicat 
river,  and  the  spires  and  tooli  ol  Quebec  shining  in  the 
morning  sun.  The  gleaming  light  seemed  to  beckon, 
to  call  him  back  to  a  life  and  work  that  should  lead  in 
Uie  end  to  the  city,  the  centre  of  civilisation,  the  lure 
lad  fcwicd  of  idi  wMiky  ^bft  f  but  &e  wptBt  9t  ^it 
woods  was  sttong  within  him,  and  he  tuned  his  bade 
upon  the  achievements  of  industry  and  commerce,  and 
all  the  idols  of  the  market-place,  and  set  his  fice  onoe 
mott  fiowaod  die  wiklemess. 

For  many  houn  Jean  mafdied  aloog  duough  the 
woods,  steadily  going  northwaod  towaid  the  fad^ 
of  land  that  divides  the  waters  flowing  into  the  St. 
Lawrence  from  those  that  go  into  Lake  St.  John  and 
the  Saguenay;  until  at  sunset  he  stood  upon  a  bw 
ridge  attd  iwr  at  his  Uet,  m  a  k^air  bewriitii  die  Mh, 
the  lake  toward  which  he  had  been  moving  all  the  day. 
He  smiled  in  satisfaction  at  the  feat  which  he  had 
acommplished ;  for  he  had  taken  a  course  across  five 
of  mouatains,  and  kept  his  direction  with  such 
precision  that  he  came  out  ol  die  forest  wftfaai  a  tntadftd 
yards  of  the  cabin  that  was  to  be  his  home. 

A  few  eager  steps  brought  him  to  the  place,  and  there 
it  was,  in  a  clump  of  pines :  a  little  hut  of  k>gs  well 
cat^Bcd  wnk  mom,  widi  a  good  tooi  <d  hoUowed  bgs, 
and  an  exodleitt  diiou^  of  iDt^  atoeei^  a  aioetwniawA 
luxury  in  a  tripper's  cabin.  Tr  wn  fhf  Inrtp  nf  Wiitut 
Gamache,  where  he  and  Jean  had  spent  many  happy 
days ;  but  where  other  hunters  seldom  came,  for  it 
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wm  htkki^  iatm  and  At  war  »  it iMgli  aitf 

IMe  knows* 

The  door  was  on  the  latch ;  and  Jean  went  in ;  laid 
down  his  gun  and  pack ;  but  immediately  came  out 
and  took  the  path  toward  the  lake.  For  a  moment  he 
turned  aside  into  a  dense  growdi  of  firs,  and  pnaetttly 
appeared  again  with  a  birch  canoe  on  his  shoulders, 
which  he  carried  down  to  the  shelving  beach  and  placed 
in  the  water.  Then  he  crept  aboard,  kneh  in  the  stem, 
and  with  a  k>ng  stroke  of  the  paddle  seat  the  light  craft 
far  out  on  the  ialK* 

There  was  not  a  ripple  on  the  water  but  the  wavelet 
in  front  of  the  canoe  and  the  k>ng  wake  that  trailed 
behind.  There  was  not  a  living  creature  in  sight  but 
a  pair  of  kwns  that  floated  beyond  a  rocky  islet ;  and 
not  a  sotnd  btst  tbiir  aitt^  qaaemm  ay  that  echoed 
and  re-echoed  in  the  hills.  The  granite  rocks  along 
the  shore  were  reflected  perfectly  in  the  water,  in  all 
their  colours— grey,  blue,  pink— and  with  all  their 
covering  of  lichen,  moss,  grass,  ferm^aadttees.  Bodbet 
dieir  sihrery  trunks,  puiet  wdh  dietr  k»g  bfaacfae^ 
tall,  spire-like  spruces  were  there,  pointing  upward 
on  the  land  and  downward  in  the  water ;  while  above 
and  bek>w  the  trees  was  the  red  gk>w  of  sunset,  and 
gtorious  ck)uds  floated  in  an  azure  sky. 

ncwntty  iSm  canoe  ^t  into  a  long,  nanow  bay, 
yhftf  the  Stores  came  close  together;  the  shadows 
met ;  and  a  panorama  of  new  beauties  unrolled  at  every 
turn.  Here  a  flock  of  wikl  ducks  rose  quacking  horn 
the  water  and  flew  over  the  trees ;  there  a  km$4iigi^ 
kmm  MMd  M  M  mmiif  piaee  mom  ^ 
thfffg'  a  doe  and  a  half-grown  fawn  gazed  in  mild  sur- 
prise,  then  leaded  away  and  vanished  in  the  woods. 
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Sttdbtesfy  Ifac  ba^  came  to  aa  cad  libm  «  ftttm  ioi^ 
over  a  steep  difiF  into  a  deep,  clear  pool ;  and  here 
Jean  suyed  for  a  while,  listening  to  die  music  of  the 
waterfall,  watching  the  trout  that  lurked  under  the  stones, 
Mi  waS^  f9f  t  lod  and  diat  fm  m^t  try  a  cait 
to  see  whjtt  fpoiiid  rise  out  of  the  depths. 

Night  was  coining  on  as  Jean  turned  the  prow  of  his 
caaoe  down  the  bay ;  soon  it  was  quite  dark ;  and  only 
the  gliimiier  of  stars  on  the  water  and  the  dense  black- 
BMi  OB  ttditr  side  ^cywed  the  wsqr.  Stteatly  tiie 
paddle  rose  aad  M ;  and  on  went  itm  canoe  throu|^ 
the  darkness;  until  at  the  last  turn,  where  the  bay 
joined  the  main  body  of  the  lake,  a  bright  light  appeared 
Q^w  teect  i  and  aoon  rose,  making  a  shining 
path  acfoaa  die  water.  With  poweffol  stfokes  Jean 
shot  the  canoe  along  the  bright  way  to  the  very  end ; 
and  plunged  again  into  the  shadow  near  the  shore. 
Presendy  the  light  craft  touched  the  landing-place, 
wfwfe  Jean  stepped  out,  pulled  the  canoe  out  of  the 
wmtp  memA  it  bomm  ^  oo  tibtt  fhetd  dit 
paddle  underneath,  and  went  up  to  die  cs^. 

After  having  fasted  all  day,  Jean  was  hungry  as  a 
bear,  and  was  glad  to  find  in  his  pack  the  food  that  his 
good  modier  had  provided.  By  the  light  of  a  candle  he 
ate  his  evening  meal ;  and  dies,  qweadinv  1m  hkoikaa 
on  a  bearskin  in  the  comer,  and  wkin  km  tmipiiicl:  as  a 
I»Uow,  he  lay  down  to  sleep. 

**  Ahl**  he  said  to  himself,  as  the  tension  of  muscle 
and  aem  was  r^aaed  for  the  fiat  ^se  since  the  early 
iBoaitiig.  How  tired  I  am  1  I  did  not  dmdc  that  I 
could  be  so  tired.  How  good  it  is  to  rest  at  the  cbse  ol 
a  long  day!  Andsudia^l  Mm  Dim,  hut  it  w» 
a  day,  a  good  day 


sio  JEM  wnmtB 

«*  What,  Jean  Bapttste  laid  liii  otter  mSL  **h 
good  day,  yoii  caB  it»  irfm  ycm  hm  fettght  like  a  bcatt 

and  MBed  a  feUow-man,  a  bro^,  one  who  might  have 
been  your  friend  I  Do  you  know  what  yott  ai«  laying  ^ 

Wake  up,  Jean.**  .i^^^^ 
"  Wake  up  <  But  no,  I  prefer  to  r«i^  »  ihtp  ■ 
loi^bngsbep.  Aaditwafaiooddfy.  IhivtlM. 
Yes,  lived.** 

"  But  what  of  Panq^  <  **  said  hk  good  tngd,  in  a 
for-away  voice. 

"  PamphUe  i  Pamphik  i  **  muimured  Jean,  at  ba 
WMttffilo^laiidolikMiiii.  **  That  feUow  with  tht 
pietty  facef  He  got  it,  did  he  not<  Got  what  he 
deserved.  Rcgfcttt^  Noi  Agoodfigbtl  A  good 
dayT' 
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AuBADY  the  healing  power  of  the  wildcmm  had  bijiui 
its  work,  and  as  the  days  passed  Jean  gradually  recovmd 
the  tone  and  balance  of  mind  that  had  been  so  mtidi 
disturbed.  Without  knowing  it  he  had  been  uadtr  a 

mMHU  mm  m  nog  oBM^  aR  WBMOH  01  OHn  ttMl  BtfVC 

»  dmactsfiitic  of  modtm  W$,  which  the  strongm 
and  most  ambitious  must  endure,  ix^ien  they  fomdK 
the  ok!  ways  and  go  out  into  the  unknown  to  make  new 
paths  whmin  the  feet  of  generations  to  come  may 
nidytfatd.  In  the  vaoguaid  of  progress  they  do  the 
WQfk  of  pioneefti  in  hfuMiig  new  ground  nt 
tfaoHehes broken;  laddwainyclciwMiatiBnaiiicfcii 
on  over  their  graves. 

But  Jean  Baptiste  had  left  hts  place  in  the  front  rank, 
and  gem  to  ^  ttar,  ts  tfia  very  lOBoiest  itar»  frfwia 
tfwn  were  no  people  md  neither  sight  nor  sound  of 
war,  where  the  forest  was  his  hospital  and  Nature  his 
physkian.  What  wonder  that  he  grew  to  tove  the  quiet 
retreat,  and  to  wish  that  he  n^t  never  hear  the 
batbe^  40  aivki  t 

By  ai^t  he  slept  a  dreamless  sleep,  unditturbed  by 
the  cry  of  the  loon,  the  hoot  of  the  owl,  the  wail  of  the 
lynx,  or  any  call  of  birds  or  beasts  diat  htmt  by  night. 
He  war  up  with  the  dawn,  and  out  in  the  open,  refreshed 
and  stfoog,  with  bright  eyea  aad  a  joyoaa  haaft;,  hnatii- 


jrig  Ag  faagtant  motaiM  ak,  n'mangimfSmftm  tmm' 

glowing  light,  and  kapiat  up  to  meet  the  mmg  win. 

To  Jean  the  wiWerness  was  as  the  ga  den  of  the  Lotd. 
All  the  trees  that  he  loved  were  th<;r€,  aU  the  wild 
flowers  of  the  seaaon,  w^  tat  «d  luunii  »My 
kiacte;  Jim  mtm  liilitiwg  iprinp  '  '"" 

shalkw  ponds  aad  diep  lakes,  der  se  thickets  and  open 
glides,  itartow  glenf  and  broad  valkys,  tow  ridges  md 
hi^  mountains,  whence  he  coula  looh^t  upon  a  s«t 
of  forest-dad  leuSk  sottchmg  away  u^ttftmA  mmtm 
thtdRitof  Aidqr. 

But  it  was  At  lake  by  the  cabin  that  Jean  toved  most 
of  all,  aad  Aere  he  spent  many  hours  of  every  day  in  his 
birch  canoe;   plymg  kiag  P?^^ 

tot  or  iwis  ia  ife*        ^  *  ^  ^ 

moiitli  of  a  ilitaB  or  by  a  sunken  log,  while  he  cast  a 
fly  1^  the  water  to  lure  the  wary  trout.  Whea  ^ 
lake  was  cahn  he  could  sm  not  <mly  the  rocks  ^ 
of  the  shore,  bm  \mmm  tfioui^aai  fM^JPwi^ 
ta»  $  ior  it  we  a  aitnor  to  hii  ml  a 

»  up  and  r^kd  the  surface  w  Htt  4mdag 
waves,  his  thoughts  seemed  to  dance  m  sparki  n  msk 
turn  ;  and  he  woukl  smg  the  sofli  of  the  a^"  ' 
the  hum  of  the  bfcese  and  ^  liiiiiii 
When  a  vMs  squall  came,  raising  iM  wifp 
with  foaa^  die  soul  of  Jcas  Baptistc  was  stirr 
depths  aid  rose  up  meet  the  foe  ,  ^  with  a  s 
grip  on  the  tou|^  paddk  he  held  the  l  loe  to  At 
and  rode  out  the  stom ;  flMtii^iBg  on  iIk  ctett  of  the 
dowB  fai&  Ae  uota^^  ^las^i  d  and 
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uMi^MHttly  watdiing  die  tempest  as  it  passed. 

T  ikt  tlw  human  htm,  the  akc  was  never  twice  the 
s«aie.  Even  at  dawB  it  varied  with  the  breeze,  the  mist» 

0em  <tf  ^  flttfaiii  MW.  M  ^ht  days  were  differoit, 
eatfl  #i»  ^  €i^efs ;  so  abo  the  nights.  Now  the 
hA»      a  ^  al,  now  a  pearl,  now  of  a  pale  turqur..-: 
Mae,       bi^  i  %e  a  sapphire  or  gre^n  as  an  emtmL. ; 
nd  ok^  u  s  aaet,  kwmWum  ^  wllli  fift  is  te 
kwii,^?^    mi  «>  violet  and  pi^|lctiatt»  and  th«i 
ttlNig  «K  ^      p  im  9>of  the  evening  sky,  shot  with 
and  till  wads  oi  ^Id.  Even  on  sunless  days, 
douda  hung  low  and  rain  fell,  there  was  a 
=mmm  bcmsty  m  the  bke,  lattilM  ^wct,  ptls  iwiiis 
.am  ftpag  to  feffet  the  lig^t  and  km  of  bygone  dqfo  m 
thuikk^  of  the  ^ry  that  shouM    ^ar  in  the  etenal 
world.   Truly,  thotight  Jean,  v       good  to  be  in  tfce 
wilderaiss,  and  gladly  would  ht       and  die  beside  a 
Mm  W^  iHfi 

^  m  mm  alone  in  the  forett»  mi0  be  had  many 
companions.  One  who  goes  care^  ^..y  through  the 
Lattfentian  woods  sees  few  signs  of  life,  and  hears 
lew  sounds ;  though  many  eyes  watch  him,  and  many 
cfcatuies  come  out  of  htdtng  when  he  has  passed  by* 
To  Jean,  fffiiBod  ni  naodcnit  insi  Ulieayply  ytat§f  tftt 
timid  creattues  showed  themselves  and  spoke  in  many 
tongues.  Not  only  the  bold  blue  jay  and  the  camp- 
robber  came  about  the  catmi;  tmt  the  red-steaded 
wooopegKr,  tne  cncnnMy  ine  mea  mm  ine  vnMm^ 
came;  the  crossbill,  too,  the  Unaet  and  die  woed- 
tfmish— all  curious  to  see  the  strange  being  that  Uved 
therc^  and  eappr  to  pick  up  May  cfiynbs  tint  flN|^  be 
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fyingaboitt.  CypmiidDi can* cmy day ;  tomtmm 
redsqutneli;  now «id  tlien  a  marten ;  andoften»mtfae 
twilight,  a  porcupine  came,  shufiBing  along,  rattling  his 
quills,  and  nosing  about  for  scraps  of  fish  and  baoon  to 
add  to  his  meagre  diet  of  bark  and  roots* 

Ifee  fitf  fiom  titt  eabia  waa  a  poad  where  a  colony  of 
baama  played  and  worked  every  night,  diving,  swina- 
ming  and  splashing  about,  slapping  the  water  with  their 
tails,  climbing  about  on  the  embankment,  or  venturing 
into  the  woods  to  eat  pieces  of  juicy  baai  «  to  warn 
patiendy  at  die  tnmka  of  yvaag  birches  that  were  to  be 
tH***  for  huMag  md  j  store  of  food  for  the  k>ng 
winter.  There  were  mink  and  otter,  too,  in  various 
places ;  and  Jean  wouki  have  made  war  on  them  as 
enemies  of  the  trout,  but  that  he  wished  to  lam 
diem  for  trapping  later  in  die  year,  when  _  the  sldns 
^fgtffti  be  in  prime  condition  and  would  huAk  fd^ 
pfices  in  the  fur  market  at  Quebec. 

All  the  wikl  animals  came,  at  one  time  or  another, 
to  die  lake.  Ahnost  every  evening  Jean  aaw  ltd  daar 
dfffikmg  dwie;  occasionally  a  caribou;  and  once  a 
futmn^  with  great  brandling  horns  and  outstretched 
BUizzle,  calling  toudly  to  his  mate,  came  to  the  end  of 
die  point,  plunged  into  the  water,  and  swam  oyer  to 
the  other  side.  There  were  lynx  aad  mSdFm  m  iba 
foftatdiit  at  dmaagMKb  a  fca^aoiaa  by  aii^  Tbna 
wcie  Ibxes,  too ;  a  few  kme  wolves ;  and  now  and  thai 
a  vagabond  bear,  seekmg  for  honey,  nests  of  ants, 
raspberries  and  blueberries,  catching  a  hare  or  a  manaot 
now  and  then,  and  glad  to  mtkt  a  aaat  of  daad  §A 
or  cafrioB  iilMft  lit  OMdi  ind  aiidi  Mttka. 

M  tfff—  3sBd  sasy  more,  the  hunter  and  the  hunted, 
etmmAwmt  fooM widifiiihaiid danour}  odmi 
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sOently  and  on  tiptoe ;  but  always  leaving  some  token 
ci  dieir  presence  by  which  Jean  knew  that  they  had 
been  near.  In  the  evening  and  morning  twilight  he 
caught  glinq>ses  of  them  as  they  passed ;  by  night  he 
knew  them  by  the  sounds  they  made,  d»  odours  they 
exhaled,  or  their  bright  eyes  gbwing  in  the  dark; 
by  day  he  saw  their  tracks  in  the  soft  earth,  the  biarks  of 
teeth  and  claws  on  the  trees,  the  remains  of  their  feasts, 
and  all  the  signs  of  life  and  death  that  tell  the  joyous 
Mcl  iufful  tfs^sedy  of  &e  ibitit* 

Jean  had  a  mind  to  take  part  in  the  tragedy,  to  be  one 
of  the  characters  of  the  play ;  and  the  more  he  diought 
of  it  the  more  alluring  it  seemed*  Not  only  could  he 
lead  an  independent  and  enjoyable  life  in  the  woods ; 
but  he  couki  dbtatn  a  good  moome  bom  die  sale  of 
skins ;  and  even  accumulate  a  small  fortune  H  fm  W 
good  luck.  He  had  traversed  the  forest  in  every  direc- 
tion for  a  distance  of  twenty  miles  or  more,  and  had 
carefully  estimated  the  probable  catch  of  a  winter's  woriu 
Tieio  fiM  Katoely  a  pond  m  tB  ^  fcgkm  iitoe  tet 
were  not  scores  ol  muskrats ;  and  although  die  price  oi 
a  single  skin  was  not  high,  they  would  be  worth  a  good 
sum  in  the  ^^gregate.  Of  more  valuable  fur-bearing 
animals  there  was  that  oki  stand-by,  the  beaver;  with 
idcmrbh,  SB*  nsK  HRi  lOK  uuci ;  8(]uu  iei  am  wBaKt ; 
wild-cat  and  lynx ;  wotf  and  bear ;  red  fox  and  hare- 
all  of  which  were  well  worth  taking  for  the  skins  abne, 
not  to  mention  the  meat*  which  wai  OKdlest  food  m  lS» 
cold  weather. 

Then  d»ft  w«  the  mutn,  or  Hucbon  Boy  sable, 
A  mtt  aad  valuable  fur ;  and  finally,  and  most  h^^y 
prized  of  all,  the  black  or  silver  fox,  which  often  soki 
for  fabuk)us  lunii  as  autcfa  as  a  thowaad  dottan 
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bitiif  piid>  at  tiBiti»  lor  a  ftni^  ikm.  In  hii  effect- 
tkwi  ]ta  M  aeen  marten  several  times ;  and  knew 
of  a  place  on  a  sandy  hillside  that  was  the  home  of  a 
whole  family  of  silver  foxes ;  for  one  morning  he  had 
seen  father,  mother  and  four  cttbs  f^epag,  Uk»  kittens, 
OB  carpel  ef  pine-needles  near  their  hok.  Yes, 
he  oottki  make  a  good  Uving  in  the  wikkracae,  pceyiog 
ttpon  the  beasts  of  prey. 

Cruel  <  Trut  ?  yet  no  man  can  say  that  witfaottt 
hypocrisy  but  the  ^/egetariaa ;  he      eata  aeWier  aieat 
nor  Ml ;  weaca  wdAiu  wool,  silk,  leather,  nor  garmetna 
tfiamied  wfth  fur.  But  if  we  must  defend  the  trapper, 
let  us  say  that  for  every  fox  that  he  takes  a  hundred 
hares  are  kept  alive ;  and  that  by  killing  a  single  otter 
hesavestheliveaofa^omaadtfoitt.  Bioieover, 
^  beM  naembia  man  ii  aHie  anpects,  diey  are  by 
no  means  human.  They  suffer  some  pangs  when  they 
come  to  die,  but  during  their  lifetime  they  are  not 
continually  haunted  by  the  thought  of  death.  The 
king  of  terrors  has  no  tenor  fiw  them;  and  at  the  end 
^  hef  dowB  iStmt  Uh  wtdioat  regret,  and  with  no 
fear  of  torment  in  any  life  to  come.   It  is  as  though  the 
good  God  in  pity  had  given  them  compensation  for 
having  withheW  the  gift  of  reason  :  the  knowledge  of 
good  and  evil  K^kfc  ii  itt  owe  Ae  iMy  «^ 
of  man,  the  source  ol  his  profoundest  joy  and  sorrow, 
his  sanation  and  damnation.  Which  of  them  would 
not  rather  be  one  of  the  beasts  that  perish,  than  a 
man,  made  in  the  image  of  God,  fated  to  feaow 
evcnnore  the  i^eun  of  an  ideal  diat  m%iii  kad  to 
#e  Ih%Ni  of  ««aal  glory,  or  fUm^mmitm 
of  eternal  degradation  and  loss  i 
§m  iBt  litii  Bi^^tttte  he  acc^d  cheerfuUy  'he  law 
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of  life  and  death  as  it  was  in  the  wildemeis*  He  would 
live  there,  as  the  othen  did»  acoMdtng  to  lak  Mfcoi^ 
aad  cummig;  aad  he  kill,  too»  not  wantonly, 
birt  for  a  patpmi  and  when  his  strength  failed, 
through  sickness,  accident  or  okl  age,  he  would  lie 
down  to  die,  as  they  did ;  with  a  few  moans,  perhaps,  but 
without  any  vain  regrets.  What  as  dank,  afier 
diat  men  ilioukl  fear  ft  so  ^  In  the  midst  of  the 
amenities  of  civilised  life  it  seems  a  dreadfisl  thing  to 
die ;  but  in  the  forest  it  is  the  merest  incident.  The 
good  God  cares  for  sparrows ;  gives  them  food  and 
drink  and  everything  else  that  they  need ;  and  after 
a  1^  idM  ama^  their  bfM^  So  ai»  He  cares  for 
saan.  The  geaeratk)ns  come  and  go ;  the  earth  abides ; 
and  God  lives.  Life  and  death,  both  are  good ;  for 
living  or  dying  we  are  the  Lord's.  Thus  Jean  Baptiste 
learned  the  lesson  ci  the  wildemew. 

At  tha  tame  time  Jean  was  kaming  another  leaaon ; 
for  he  was  gettiiq;  a  dtftamt  view  of  himself  and  his  past 
hte ;  and  seeing  everything,  as  he  thought,  in  the  true 
perspective.  He  was  lifted  t^,  at  tim«s,  into  a  kind 
of  third  heaven ;  where  he  had  socii  a  vinoa  ttttnal 
mStm  ^  fSm  woM  of  tBm»  wAM  tfmr  thoughts 
aad  feel^p,  their  words  and  deeds,  seemed  litde  and 
far  away.  The  friends  and  neighbours  seemed  like 
puppets  in  a  show,  and  his  own  part  in  the  play  as  vain 
and  futile  as  the  rest.  The  work  thitt  he  had  dona, 
d»  i^aoa  be  had  made,  die  cada  iw  i^eh  ha  had 
tsmta,  no  bnger  seemed  desirable  or  worth  while. 
He  cared  no  longer  for  the  opinion  of  men,  whether 
food  or  bad ;  for  any  help  that  they  might  give  hnn,  or 
any  harm  that  they  might  do.  Ho  lo^pr  4id  ha  haia 
has  aaafluas  or  bve  his  Inaaii.  The  plafit  wlMia  ha 
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Ind  tmd  and  die  people  he  had  Ibioiib  had  lout  ^ 
power  over  him;  for  the  thought  of  them  caused  neither 
satisfaction  nor  regret,  neither  joy  nor  sorrow,  neither 
hope  nor  fear*  His  own  personality,  even,  had  lost 
iAvOmi  fwtiKiBenatyofdttpittwasiiidiDgawi^} 
iSm  Mtek  was  narrowing;  asA  he  m  living  tn  the 
present  only ;  borne  aiong  upon  the  tide  of  time,  his 
individuality  bst  in  the  great  ocean  of  existence  of 
which  he  was  so  small  a  part.  He  was  intoxicated  by 
die  fMa  tit  at  those  afeteidet,  and  daealiaii  hy  ws 
iSoaioBs  of  tibe  mountain-tqp* 

From  diis  plane  of  thought  Jean  descended  suddenly 
and  with  something  of  a  shock  to  solid  earth,  on  one  of 
those  cold,  gr^  days  of  At^^t  that  come  to  remind 
m  Aat  a«Bin»r  is  n  iiiiiig,  and  thi»  aaoa  the  aaowa  of 
wiBlHr  lA  bcgiB  to  M.  laaltoively  he  went  about 
the  cabin  and  found  many  gaping  chinks  that  should 
be  filled  with  moss.  He  k)oked  at  the  wood-pile,  and 
saw  diat  it  was  almqst  gone.  He  examined  his  store  of 
ptondoott  and  saw  dtat  nt  was  runnmg  low*  Km* 
mm,  fiihfnrttfMrj  tnqps,aBowdioes,  traineau,  dotho^ 
moccasins — all  required  attenticm,  for  the  cold  season 
was  coming,  and  it  was  necessary  to  be  prepaied. 
Already  the  beavers  were  preparing  for  the  winter,  and 

Itiiii  tiiiiiiiii  inimil  tmnr  iIi-t  !it  mr^  ^  "*  far 

dw  wildemess  is  kind  to  those  who  keep  her  command- 
ments, but  implacably  cruel  to  diose  who  will  not  live 
accon^ng  to  her  law.  So  Jean  determined  to  rest  and 
{day  no  more ;  laid  phibsophy  askle ;  spent  die  day 
m  die  forcat*  chopping  dry  wood  for  M;  and  in  die 
•icning,  l^dH  light  of  a  blazing  fii^  ha  aH  dviNI  l» 
maad  the  tnpaol  ftiichal  Gamadia. 


THE  RELAPSE 


CHAPTER  XXIV 


Tm  novitiptt  of  Jean  Baptote  wai  at  «i  cad ;  and  now 
he  waa  aboi^  to  renounce  all  that  he  had  held  dear  m 
hispattUfe;  and  to  take  the  final  vo^  of  the  wildemesB. 
It  was  as  thot^  the  spirit  of  some  remote  ancestor  had 
talKn  possession  of  him*  body  and  sot4  and  was  leading 
him  back  and  dovm  to  the  priwitwe  lavafery  otti  flf 
wbidi  titt  ansMt  hy  loi^  cfioct  and  imidh  pua,  had 
l^ually  ascended.  He  was  a  wflling  cap^tive,  feeling 
neither  surprise  nor  regret ;  and  it  was  with  a  sigh  of 
reUef  that  he  cast  the  burden  of  dviluatkm  away;  and 
laid  him  down  to  sleep  upon  his  bed  oHeagiaat  balsam ; 
IS  dnuB  of  ^e  ipcecn  trees*  ciett  aiffiim*  piicid  lites 
and  piHplc  hills  of  that  pleasant  summer  huod. 

But  m  his  dreams  the  former  self  of  Jean  Baptiste 
awoke,  and  came  unto  lus  own*  He  had  wandered 
far ;  and  was  almost  kstt  m  fitt  wiAtBBtfBt  bnt flii- 
dcsi^  he  found  himself  walking  along  the  fiuaffiar  valley 
road,  passmg  the  old  landmarks,  and  approaching  the 
old  home.  The  n^ht  was  dark ;  but  the  house  was 
hl^ited;  and  as  he  entered  by  the  open  door,  he  saw  a 
oonqpany  of  neighboitfs  and  iteds  si^liiif  m  a  cttde 

the  women  knittmg,  as  diey  oitea  used  to  do  in  die  good 
okl  days.  But  now  there  was  no  telling  of  stories ; 
and  nekher  aong  nor  )«st  nor  laughter ;  but  a  subdued 
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tmm  of  om  who  wm  dead.  No  one  looked  up  as 
Jcac  entered,  walked  across  the  room  and  took  the 
vacant  chair ;  and  th«i  he  sat  as  a  ghost»  seeing  and 
hearing  everyttwgt  but  liiiniilf  ^  MMeen  and  ttaiiiddwi 

'^^^  mother  «H  to  pass  tikt  spiase-beer  and  cakes ; 
and  when  she  came  to  Jean's  flace  she  pttused  and  smiled 

as  thotigh  aiv  saw  him  sin^i  there  and  snuytbg  in 

return* 

maef.  Wt  ^ai  see  him  soon,  I  am  sure/' 

"  Let  us  hope  so/'  said  Father  Paradis,  gently,  "  but 
I  fear  that  he  will  never  return.  He  is  a  disappointed 
man.  He  has  missed  his  vocation,  he  wbo  m^ht  hmt 
become  a  bishop,  an  atfMi&Aiop,  a  caodsmalt  cvtn»  ai  ^ 
course  of  time.  What  a  pity  1 " 

**  Yes,"  said  Michel  Gamache, "  to  miss  the  path  like 
that,  he  who  might  have  been  a  great  man  in  the  patoh, 
a  seigneur,  a  member  oi  Pariiament — anythmg.  And 
now  he  is  »  fiutoe»  a  ee»wr  iit  M,  Or  me/' 

Andallfordieaakeof  agiri!"brokeinBlanchette. 
"  As  though  there  were  only  erne  girl  in  the  parish,  in 
the  Province.  What  folly  I  No  woman  is  worth  it. 
He  is  a  fool,  that  Jean  Baptiste/' 

He  niHe  than  that  I "  cried  Pamphile,  who  sat 
by  the  fire,  pale  sad  haggard,  his  head  bound  up  in  a 
shawl.  "  He  is  a  coward,  that  little  priest.  A  coward, 
I  say ;  and  he  fears  the  law.  The  law,  yes,  and  this 
little  whip  across  the  face.  Sacri !  Uht  tttmai  he 
rfu^stfilr.  Im^t  l,fmmicimtaemf.** 

**  And  1^"  isid  Ptwlw*""^  Laroche,  shaking  his  fist, 
**  I  wish  to  see  him  too,  that  proprietor,  debtor,  thief. 
Hewtttaotpayme^  WeU,  I  have  the  mortgage.  Seel 
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There  it  is,  Madame,  the  mother  of  a  Md*  Mi 
aor^;agel  My  property!  My  farm!" 

No,  you  old  miser  I "  shouted  Bfotfatr  Nidiolak 
**  Yott  shall  have  your  mooey,  bitt  m  ^^  '^f  of  oitfi. 
Deaotoy^  my  mother.  Donotthinko'  '  .  old  miser, 
nor  of  Jean,  the  deserter.  He  was  tc  iuv^  stayed  at 
home ;  he,  the  youngest ;  but  now  I  have  returned. 
Fear  nothing.  I  am  with  you,  I,  Nicholae.'' 

J*  Yes,**  aaad  Bwilitwnim  Cagmnii  tmag  in  his  place. 
*'  Yes,  Madame  Giroux,  we  iriB  assume  the  responsa- 
bility^I,  Telesphore  Gagnon;  you,  Nicholas;  you 
other  children;  you  neighbours;  everybody.  As  to 
Jean  Baptiste,  foq;et  him,  the  good^or-^KMhti^.  He 
WM  too  protid,  li^  aad  tfae  ised  M  net  «id«» 
tt.  It  is  the  good  God  irfio  hai  ^svn  »d 
he  is  lost,  lost." 

At  this  Madame  Giroux  began  to  weep,  while  Father 
Paradis  tried  to  comfort  her,  and  Brother  N^iohMi  was 
sendaq;  M  ^  pco^  bone ;  toddeal^  at  the 
open  door  apptmd  t  sturdy  Sguie  in  a  brows  fishing 
suit,  with  a  pannier  on  his  back  and  a  lance-wood  rod 
khishand.   It  was  Monsieur  Trudel,  the  Qty  Man. 

"What  is  diisf"  he  exclaimed.  "  £i  k  a  ftifltf^ 
a  1^  or  what,  in  ^  aaat  «i  Ood^  My  brave 
Jean,  where  is  he  f  Dead^  Gene  away  <  A  fugitive, 
hef  Deserter,  you  say^  Failure  f  Good-for- 
nothing  <  Thief <  Murderers'  Hal  Hal  It  is  to 
laugh  1  Reassure  yourself,  Madame,  b  ss  not  ta  |iaa 
Wsp^  to  bt  mm  ^  ke  who  eoiiqMiad  fk» 
iliiiwpwti  of  the  Province.  He  will  return,  moet 
certainly,  and  soon.  Man  Duu  /  He  is  here  sow. 
There,  do  you  not  see  him^  There,  in  the  diair! 
Jean,  my  brave  <Mae  1  Arise!  Show  ymoMlf ! " 
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Danag  att  tlMt  tim  J9m  had  itt  there  speechleia, 

inmiovablc ;  but  now,  with  a  wi|tty  efibrt,  he  rose  is 
hit  place;  stretched  out  his  arms  and  cried,  in  a  strong 
and  joyous  votoe :  "  Monsieur,  my  friends,  my  mother, 
lamhercl" 

Ins  advancid  mA  outstretched  hands  toward  his 
friends ;  but  they  shrunk  back,  pale  and  terrified,  into 
the  dark  comers  of  the  room  and  out  of  the  door; 
until  there  was  only  one  left,  a  niigjat  figure  in  a  brown 
fishing  suit,  with  pannier,  and  rod,  ftddidi-^ddta  tiatt, 
vkdet-bltte  emb  and  a  rnifffr**  mnle* 

**  Momkut  Ttwki,**  he  began,  "  you  have  changed 

much  since,  since  Mon  Dimi  Gabriellc  1  It  is 

you,  you  I  Come  to  me,  dear/' 

But  the  vision  mdttd  away,  and  Jean  aiwoke  to  ind 
huuHM  standwig  akaw  on  tiie  cAm  flsot  ni  Ais  gli  niiiMi^* 
ing  dawn  of  a  new  day. 

"  Mon  Dieu  !  "  he  said  to  himself.  "  Was  it  a  dream  < 
I  can  see  them  still,  when  I  ck>se  my  eyes— and  hear 
them,  too.  They  think  of  me,  talk  of  me,  dwat  good 
frieadf^  whom  I  had  forgotten— ohnost.  Thay  aft 
disappointed  in  me,  it  would  seem,  and  with  reason* 
But  they  had  elected  too  much — ^more  than  I  could  do. 
What  <  More  than  I  ooukl  do  <  Oh,  Jean  Bi4;itiste, 
ft  WW  not  dtit  yoti  could  nM,  but  yoa  woidd  flBt-t 
What  is  diat  one  camiot  do^  *  Good-for-nothing  ^ 
Too  proud  i  The  good  God  does  noc  like  it  <  *  How 
does  Bonhomme  Gagnon  know  that  f  I  should  like  to 
show  him,  the  old  rascal,  that  the  gcod  God  will  aid 
me  to  resume  my  former  work.  By  Hcivai,  I  will 
resume  I 

"  I  am  a  dreamer,  it  would  seem.  Yes.  A  coward  < 
Hoi  Abmd  of  the  lawf  I  had  not  tfaoui^  ^  it. 
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nt  Inrf  Wa^  then  <  For  the  Inlltng  of  P^unphik. 
But  I  did  it  in  self-defence.  Tom  and  Paddy  will 
witness.  Will  they^  Dim/  Possibly  not.  And 
iHut  then  <  A  trial,  a  judge,  a  jury,  and  I,  the  accused 
at  iht  bar.  It  be  iwtt  to  leiBaiB  here,  or  to  go 
to  the  Indians  of  IlitaaBttti  or  HudiOB%  Bay.  Then! 
should  be  a  coureur  des  bois  indeed ;  an  exile,  fugitive, 
outlaw.  What  then  could  I  say  to  the  abuse  of  Bou- 
honune  Gagnon,  Monsieur  Laroche,  and  the  rest< 
Coward  -~  tinef  ~'  deserter  — ~  good"fe^tiothti^  — **  fool 
—all  that  and  more !  Yes,  I  should  deserve  it  alL 

'And  all  for  the  sake  of  a  girl  Blanchette,  that  waf 
unjust.  It  was  a  combinatum  of  circumstances,  an 
accumulation  of  misfortunes,  that  drove  me  away— for 
a  tine.  O,  Bbiicliette  I  I  hawe  mmy  good  twuMi,  ai 
you  must  know;  yet  I  will  excme  a^aelf  no  more,  for 
I  diink  I  hear  you  say :  '  Qtn  s*txcme  s*aiKmt !  * 

*'But  Gabrielle  was  there,  and  oh,  what  a  lovely 
smile  1  To  see  her  again  I  would  return,  in  ^te  of 
cveiythti^*  ftitiMiierewasdiegafbof  Aeilm^BCi^^ 
die  black  robe,  the  hood,  the  veil,  the  rosary,  the  cross, 
die  pale  face  of  the  novice,  the  nun  that  is  u>  be  <  There 
.was  none  of  that.  No,  it  was  only  the  City  Man  after  all. 
Mirielle  was  not  there,  for  she  was  Mt  dunking  oi  tent, 

'WiR  Ob  SCBHB  SOkI  KmmXW  W  vBe  ^90KK*  Os'SSSWCB*  BtK 

if  Alt  gxvt  a  thot^t  to  me,  and  a  single  call,  I  wouki 
enter  die  convent  and  take  her  away--£rom  the  altar, 
even— and  who  should  hinder  me^   An  adventure 

cl  dwK  times,  perhaps ;  but  for  a  penntleai  habitant, 
a  trapper,  a  discredited  fi^tive,  not  quite  so  suitable. 
To  steal  a  novice  from  the  convent,  an  heire^ — a  nol^ 


Why  bufy  tlw  heart  bcfocc  tiM  low  it  d«4f  AiBit 
man  ikm  •  y«v>  two  yean  at  moat— chat  it  dll  ailu 
Could  you  not  grant  me  this,  Gabrielle  f*  ** 

As  Jean  thoi^t  of  the  situation  from  every  point  oi 
view,  the  diflficulty  and  perplexity  of  it  in- 
crease, and  no  way  of  cicape  appeared*  fii«attiii9 
ai^  down  ibt  narrow  cabin  like  a  wild  beast  in  a  cage* 
raging  and  wondering  at  his  fate,  wikUy  longing  to 
break  away  and  be  free.  At  last,  unable  to  disentangle 
the  coil,  he  threw  it  from  him,  flung  open  the  door, 
and  went  ottt  uit(i  ^  open  air. 

&  Wit  ^  going  into  another  worki.  The  clouds  of 
yesterday,  the  gloom  of  night,  the  ghostly  dawn,  all  had 
paned  away;  and  the  summer  morning,  fresh  and 
kyvely,  opened  like  a  flower.  It  was  good  to  fafortliciiK 
pure,  fragraat  air;  to  see  die  eaf^  the  paH  and 
trees  in  all  dieir  brightest  colours,  washed  by  the  rain ; 
to  hear  the  sweet  voices  of  the  forest ;  and  to  feel,  in 
every  nerve  and  muscle^  the  strength  and  courage  of 
returning  day.  In  the  lake  Jean  took  htt  motmag 
phmge,aiida]migawtofaroutinthedeep  water ;  and 
when,  an  hour  later,  he  returned  to  the  cabin,  refreshed 
in  body  and  soul,  with  a  keen  appetite  and  a  joyous 
heart,  he  was  ready  to  face  the  world,  to  receive  its 
hardest  bu&ts,  and  to  daSver  kti  flOBte  tsloiii  Ib 
fctuffi.  The  soidter  was  htnself  again ;  his  fodoitglh 
UN  over ;  and  he  was  going  back  to  the  front. 

Jean  was  now  ready  to  do  battle  with  the  enemy,  for 
he  was  at  peace  with  himself.  The  long  struggle  within 
him  was  at  an  and*,  for  his  nobkr  sdf  had  obtained 
dtt  mUlBifp  and  taken  complete  control.  The  mnagt, 
weird  voices  that  had  well-nigh  led  him  astray  for  ever 
imt  heaod  ao  mue.  The  voice  of  ftat,  too,  was 
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tffflid  t  for  Itt  WM  ID  flnnwttttthf  soMcmd  with  tbt 
diotti^  of  hii  fvork  and  the  joy  of  devodon  to  hit 
chcAied  ideal,  that  there  was  neither  fear  nor  doubt 
in  hia  loul ;  but  strong  courage  and  aublime  faith  that 
Ac  woA  of  Iria  hindt  neidd  bt  iitiWiihti.  aad  tiuK 
the  day  afanA  #iiip  mti  lim  •  fM  aai^i^^ 
fruition. 

Jean's  attitude  toward  the  world  was  changed.  No 
loflger  did  he  despise  the  opinions  of  the  neighbours, 

and  say  when  they  saw  him  take  up  his  former  wock. 
His  mother,  the  curd,  his  friend  Michel,  and  a  few 
others  would  be  glad ;  and  he  was  glad  to  think  that  he 
could  please  thein  in  any  way.  His  enemies  wouU  be 
I  and  ht  ttnk  a  mritfiiwti  plcaawc  is 
of  their  confuskm,  and  ui  gucMfli^  ^diat  their 
noct  move  would  be.  As  for  the  rest,  they  might  find 
fault  for  a  time,  but  sooner  os  later  the  benefits  of  his 
work  would  appear ;  all  the  good  people  of  the  parish 
wottHi  ifigtovt  f  som  Bm  ftpucaaop  wOBia  wfnto  w 
and  wkte~-4o  Beauport,  Quebec  and  die  greater  world 
beyond.  A  good  name — that  was  somethin|^  worth 
wfaile^jt  prize  to  bejmmi^a  jonea^m^  be  kept,  an 
heirloom  to~^  lum^  down  ite  feitxtre  j^neratioM. 


f) 


KHfiior,  tfte  IKc  end^^ 
havelQie  satiifiaction  of  attemptu^  a  noble      ;  a  few 
fdsQ^  would  understand,  and  the  good  God  noiJd 
kS09t  tEat  l«  had  done  lus  bdit. 

JOB  \nHMEiwe  f  /cbi  ooms  no  loimjer  uumi  oi  uxx 
as  a  aovke  of  die  UKEsnltnes  ptepaiing  to  take  die  veil, 
to  renounce  all  human  love  and  devote  her  youi^  life 
to  i»rayer  and  penance  within  convent  walls.  On  the 
omtrary,  she  now  resumed  her  former  place  in  htf 


wOmm  «f  life ;  the  uiMuk4uind  ctimliini  of  %k 
Cmdt  m  SpatB  t  irfieM  love  he  would  fi#t  ttalo 
tedeadi;  at  whose  feet  he  would  lay  all  the  trophies 
of  war ;  and  from  whom  he  would  ask,  in  the  hoiir  of 

victory,  his  greatest  earthly  reward— herself .   

As  ^an  was  preparing  to  depart,  pvttiai  amif 
canoe,  ictltng  cabin  in  oeder,  taking  a  laat  look  at  the 
lake,  he  was  sorry  to  lea^  the  beautiful  place ;  but  his 
heart  was  full  of  an  abiding  joy ;  for  he  was  thinking 
allthetimeof  Gabrielle;  and  when  at  last  he  turned  his 
back  upon  his  hermitage,  and  set  himself  to  climb  die 
southern  hill,  his  joyous  voice  woke  again  the  echoes  of 
the  forest,  as  he  sang  the  brave  soBg  of  s  cniiadcr  who 
prayed  for  victory  and  love : 

"  Partattt  pour  la  Syric, 
L*  icuM  tt  ten  DoBBii^ 
AUipckrlMt^ 

ImI  dit-fl  en  ptrttnt. 
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CHAPTER  XXV 


!  Mt  ym  feing,  Jean  Btpdiie  f** 

]txn  vbopptd  imtandy,  and  stared  in  dumb  sufpite ; 
for  there  was  Gabrielle  standing  before  him  in  a  hunt- 
ing suit  of  tanned  buckskin,  a  l^t  rifle  on  her 
veritable  Diana  ol  the  wildemeas. 

Stpaal^  iMnl  Stay  Timitfifi^  for  gnnitoii   

I  am  not  a  glioBt,  nor  a  hdy  picliiic  dHOtaM  fooitt  ili 

frame.  It  is  I,  Gabrielle." 

"  As  I  sec/'  said  Jean,  raising  his  cap  and  oi 
hmd.     Welcome  to  Lac  Destr,  Gabrielle.'' 

"LacDe^l  What  a  pret^  aaat  I  Wim  is  Lac 
Desir,Jeai:     Which  way 

"  Come,  ;  ;  I  will  show  you.  It  is  only  a 
step  or  two.  I  ^  <^ming  away,  buf  mow  I  will  gbdly 
•ttnm.  Tl^  w»>,  if  you  please.  It  ;s  a  rouf^  path* 
md  steep.  Take  my  hand,  will  foti  not  i  ftm  m  m 
at  the  foot  of  the  hill,  and  there,  under  the  trees,  is  tit 
cabin— my  hermit^e.  It  is  not  much  Uke  the  XJeaMam, 
I  shoukl  say.  Yon  were  there,  vere  you  not  ^  ** 

"  Tes,  certamly,  I  was  tfam  for  a  whfle ;  but  Ihave 
escaped, as  you  set.  loooldiec  s^f  io  many  prayut'**"' 
It  wai  too  fatiguing— and  I  had  to  hav»  n  laoite 
m  the  country.  Soon  I  will  return." 
"  Return  <  "  exclaimed  Jean,  in  dismay.  Thtt 
bt  •  pity.    D»  not  retum  to  the  convent. 
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"  Why  not,  then  <  It  is  a  pleasant  place,  the  convent* 
so  quiet,  so  peaceful ;  and  the  sisters  are  so  good,  ao 
dear.  And  it  is  a  place  where  one  can  make  ones 

**  fTafyjtifWj  yott  say,  m  a  oonvmt,  m  a  littk  ceU  < 
How  can  one  find  that  between  four  walls  It  is 
something  that  belongs  to  the  open  air,  Gabrielk ; 
something  that  comes  with  the  sunslmM.  Ho,  km 
here  that  one  finds  true  peace,  rett  inr  lit  ■oi»— 
•aNitaDiiftfyottlilBe.** 

"  you  are  going  away,  Jeaa.  Is  it  poviWe  that 
you  are  leaving  your  salvation  s*  **  , 

"  But  no.  I  have  found  it  here ;  and  I  am  taking  it 
back  to  St.  Pladde,  to  tlie  work  awitii  nt  Hwit* 
But  WW  ^  you  are  here  I  forget  all  tfMt,  and  I  wM 
stay  for  ever.  Stay  here,  Gabriell^." 

**  So  I  will,  Jean,  for  a  few  moments,  at  least.  It  is  a 
pretty  place.  But  where  is  the  lake  ^  Wheft  u  Lac 
Desir^  " 

**Wtmo€OBaiagtok,  Another  turn  of  the  path  and 
yott  wiU  get  a  ^BfM  ol  ^  timi^  the  tfccs.  The»» 

there  it  is  !  ** 

Gabrielle  clapped  her  hands. 

♦♦Beautifull  dttttingf  La»  a  pfctufe— mow 
iBveiy  than  any  picture !  Certainly,  the  pictures  at 
convent  afe  not  like  this.  You  liave  a  canoe,  of 
course.  Get  fe,  Jcan-quickly.  You  shaU  take  me  out 
on  the  lake."  .    . 

«*Wtth  pleasure,  GtbtkSk,  Ha  ai#  m  here,  m 
tida  of  apRieia.  It  would  not  be  easy  to  find 
k  ^  one  did  not  know  the  place.  I  am  revealing  all 
our  secrets,  as  you  see.  Presently  I  will  give  you  tta 
keys,  and  you  shall  be  the  sovereign  lady  ci 
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dominions.  Lookl  A  fine  canoe,  is  it  not  f  Of  a 
single  piece  of  bark.  It  is  not  often  that  one  sees  a 
canoe  like  this— so  light,  so  graceful,  so  strong,  so  perfect 
mOLim  Mbm.  Oat  etmu  it  tt*  t  fntfatr.  tlNit, 
I  will  pboe  it  in  die  water,  by  the  rock.  Have  the 
goodness  to  take  your  place  in  the  bow,  BHademoiseUe 
the  Passenger.  A  great  honour  lor  the  canoe,  l(»  me,  I 
assure  you.  Mademoiselle.** 

**  Monsieur,  It  ii  w!i^  sincere  piMsure  i3uA  I  joomd 
you  the  honour.  l»ir  complimentary  you  ham 
become  !  Ahready  you  are  recovering  from  the  surprue, 
the  shock,  of  my  arrival.  Ifow  serious  you  were  a 
flwncBt  ance  1  I  thought  I  shoukl  have  tt>  cry.  Smtk 
a  Jean,  flmt,  iSm  m  bttier.  Once  amt. 
Now  we  are  all  right.  How  lovely  the  water  I  How 
bahny  the  itir  1  How  pkanat  to  |^  atong  like  this ! 
Not  so  fast,  Jean.  Sbwly.  It  is  still  early  in  the 
m^wntng.  Let  us  not  think  of  time.  Let  us  forget  die 
wofid.  Ah,  now  I  know  wiitt  it  Si  to  bt  dead  to  dK 
worki,  as  they  say  in  the  oooient,  and  yvt  very  muck 
alive.  I  think  that  I  have  never  lived  before.  But  what 
wottkl  Mother  Sainte  Anne  say  if  she  could  see  me  now  < 
Aad  w^  don't  ycm  ask  how  I  happened  to  come  ^  ** 

b  Si  MiBmli  to  kww  that  yott  ai*  feR%  CUbfidfe. 
U  only  you  woukl  stay.*' 

"Iamsuying,amliiat<  Bift  if  fon  aif  that  ipta 
I  will  go  away  at  once.** 
"  Aflow  me  to  remind  you,^  Mademoiselle,  that  we 

"  But  I  can  swim  iimte  well,  Monskwi  and  Ifyov 
psovoke  me  I  will  jump  into  the  water.** 

As  you  did  once  bthtt,  many  years  ago.  How 
WM  t  iMiiuitJu  ^  oocasioa  I  Do  it  again,  GabrieUe, 
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llMtlaiayluvedw. 
you  would  btkmg  to  me,  you  know.' 

"  What  nonsense  you  talk,  Jean  1  I  will  not  pmp 
into  the  water*  iust  to  please  you,  but  I  will  go  hmkm 

**  Oh,  not  yet,  Galmelle.  ft  is  too  pleasaat  here. 
Never  before  have  I  seen  the  lake  so  beautiful.  There 
was  always  something  ladang ;  but  sow  it  is  complete, 
perfect." 

^ftiBtndyweadMMlMi;  aad  ftwouklbe  a  pity 


ast  to  enjoy  it  ^diik  we  may.  I  like  to  sit  here  on  this 
oooifortable  bearskin,  dipping  my  hands  in  the  water, 
kMking  at  the  trees,  the  sky,  the  ckwidt-whik  you  do 

all  the  work.''  .    ....  ^  * 

And  I,  QtbMt,  I  dimild  lite  to  do  tlui  knd  of 
mik  for  the  rest  of  my  life,  to  glide  atong  over  a  summi:r 
kit  wiale  loQkMt  im  ^  Urn     om  m  be»^ 

**  Jean,  I  will  qpJash  you  if  you  lay  any  mon." 

*^WmmtMaiak  lMtdalM#i,periiapt.'' 

the  contrary,  you  kwk  as  though  you  took  a 
bath  every  day,  like  a  certain  Englishman  at  Quebec. 
Is  it  poi8il>le  that  you  have  been  here  for  a  whole 
months  You  are  no  wiW  mia  tl  Ae  woeii  It  A  I 
am  diMyuoilwl  in  you, 

please  you  better." 

Gabrielle  blushed  and  kwkcd  away;  wtok  Jean,  m 
tender  and  eloquent  words,  began  to  oo^nt  tfait  it 
htdi&vtiterMll  in  aU  his  plans  he  had  thouipt 
«|  her ;  that  all  his  battles  had  been  for  her  sake ;  and 
that  it  had  been  the  hope  of  his  life  to  lay  his  honours 
and  tt^hsn  at  her  feet.  When  she  went  away  the 
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light  of  his  life  had  gone  out ;  and  the  world,  once  lo 
full  of  beauty  and  inteiest,  had  become  an  empty, 
batten  desolation.  Now  that  she  had  tmmtid,  in  lA 
tidte  tHMtSTf  ^  #My  t«d  «aii  iMk  t»«ftii ; 
tmi  ihe  ftAteaiss  had  become  a  j^nadne,  a  garden  of 
love.  Haw  wonderful  the  forest !  How  enchanting 
the  lake,  nestling  in  the  bosom  of  the  hills!  How 
blue  the  slqrl  How  dear  and  pure  the  airl  How 
gloriMi  tilt  Inadott  «f  in  wMmmm,  in  &ub  the 
world,  but  near  to  iIk  he«t  of  Nature  |  mtm  also,  to 
God.  And  if  two  bving  hearts,  by  diance,  by  fate, 
by  the  will  of  God,  found  themselv^  together  in  such 
a  paradise,  was  it  not  the  will  of  God  tlik  HKy  should 
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lavishly  provided;  conquer  the  witlffiw;  sad 
achieve  something  unusual,  unique,  even,  in  thdr  day 
and  generations'  A  good  living  was  assured;  a 
fortune  was  not  in^possfl^ ;  and  the  e£Fort,  the  advm 
tttie  tlid^  would  be  wnA  worth  while.  Their  amestBtt 
had  carved  a  kingdom  k  the  iBitit-- lip  W?Mir 
children  of  a  lattr  generation  t 

Thus  Jean  Batiste,  like  all  ibvers  since  the  world 
began,  saw  everything  throt^  a  golden  mi^  tibtt  madsa 
halo  sdxNit  fail  bdovtd ;  gilded  &e  oommonctt  obptti 
with  all  the  colours  of  die  rainbow ;  and  filed  hii  ipi 
widi  a  lig^t  that  never  was  on  sea  or  shore. 

Gabrielle  listened,  as  though  fascinated,  to  the  story 
of  kive ;  Mrahcs  came  to  her  riitfti;  am&i  to  her  li^t, 
lad^ieMB  to  hef  eyti  tt  wottAtt  ittdbciuiy  of  it ;  her 
heart  glowed  in  return ;  and  she  was  on  tlte  pmnt  of 
stretching  out  her  hands  in  glad  surrender  to  one  so 
strong  so  brave,  so  noble,  with  such  undying  faith  in 
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M  Im  but  known,  hB  iPMtld  teve  spokea  of  love 
akme,  yrbom  all  hearts  love,  to  whom  all  ykkl  as  to  their 
dearest  friend ;  but  in  his  igoonact  and  folly  he  went 
on  to  speak  of  things  esemal,  fotagn,  out  of  harmony 

ttvii^  a  fortesN^  the  mntpmt  o{  #t  iiiiniie»--«l9 
all  that  <  One  must  hve,  of  course ;  bat  ivhy  speak  df 
it  at  such  a  moment  i  The  beaitties  of  NjOufe-Hiiiiy 
somucholthat^  The hdKWHk«e^tote«»i ilw 
tart  and  the  Jiflls  as  well,  on  a  aaaoMr  memmg  wch 
as  this ;  but  what  woukl  they  be  when  winter  came 
with  its  pall  of  snow  and  its  chill  winds  blowing  out  oi 
the  North  <  And  how  foi^Bm  it  wouki  be,  far  from 
dB  okl  home,  w^  addier  Mtad  nor  ne^rhbour  neat ; 
'^rfl[0iB  dK  snow  Adfusd  lBiif0it  9tk  tfl^paHable  btCBict 
between  the  lonely  cabin  and  die  outer  world. 

Renounce  the  workl  <  The  dear,  friendly  world  of 
St.  Pladde,  the  gay,  joyous  world  of  Quebec  <  As  well 
aril^  one  ema  convent  t  fot  tbtstt  rt  ksasi^  one 
wmM  hmt  dK  society  of  the  good  siitefs,  the  occupip 
tne  of  teaching,  and  the  joy  of  devotion  and  wMship 
lAen  the  congregation  lift  up  their  hearts  and  voices 
unto  God.  What  could  one  do  in  the  forest  during  the 
■III  vnmr  wtm  ao  'Oooai^  -no  gHniBi,  so  hiuinj  -bw' 
wtmi(^<  The  ancertois  were  satiified^  True,  but 
tkaa  had  changed,  and  a  new  generation  had  arisen. 
Why  go  back  to  those  half-sav3^e  days  i  Low  i  That 
was  all  very  well  now  and  then ;  but  there  were  timfi 
win  OM  ^  not  wish  to  love,  aer  to  be  kyvcd ;  when 
iaa  might  wUi  to  cry,  perhaps,  and  diere  would  be 
no  comforter,  no  one  to  console.  Work^  Yes,  oo/t 
flu|^  do  that—- cook,  for  exan^le ;  ox  nukt  garmenti 
of  fur ;  or  mend  the  traps ;  or  chop  wood  £or  d»  ift. 
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Yes,  that  was  what  Jean  wantodr-a  wife  to  do  the  work 
of  a  slave,  to  grow  old  with  toil  and  haidsh^.  Well, 
let  hun  find  an  Indian  iqianr  l»  liul  ?  iaitteti*  * 

iB^wfldemeas. 

As  Jean  talked  on,  in  his  idealistic,  unpractical  way, 
about  the  gkmes  of  life  in  the  forest,  the  crude  radttict 
af^ltiewaebQcaetattfK»€!iihficae;  aadherhMfC 
WW  hiinli  iiiil  apim  out  who  cmtkl,  m  the  name  of 
love,  demand  so  great  a  sacrifice  and  ofier  so  little  in 
return.  The  smile  faded  from  her  lips,  the  cokxtr  from 
her  cheeks,  and  the  kyve-light  from  her  eyes ;  whfle  a 
grey  ckntd  paiacd  am  the  mmi  and  a  hreath 
from  the  Nbrdi  nitpt  o«<f  Mat,  OMA 
slmdikrcd. 

"  Take  me  back,  Jean.  I  am  cold." 

"  But,  Gabrielle,  it  is  so  kyvely  here." 

**  t  do  aot  mi  H  fe^  Tiitt  m  M  i»  ^ 
dwce." 

**  But  the  sun  will  be  shining  again  in  a  moment ; 
and  the  lake,  the  forest,  the  hiUi,  wiU  be  aU  agtow  in  the 

mining  Ught*" 

It  Witt  aot.  I  dctnt  your  Itkt,  your  mountains, 
yourforest.  It  is  a  desolation,  and  I  hate  it  all— all." 

Without  a  word  Jean  tum«l  the  prow  of  the  canoe 
toward  the  shore ;  and  when  they  reached  the  landing- 
place  Gi^jfidle  stepped  omt  MBiwiitnti  aad  wiinrt 
up  the  path,  past  tiK  ofein,  and  on  up  UB 
down  ndudi  she  had  come  an  hour  before.  Jean  noted 
the  way  she  was  going ;  and  a  few  moment  later  he 
took  up  his  pac^  and  rifle,  and  with  kmg,  swift  strides 
Mowed  her  tiaanp  fr  iid|^  and  dwwi^^l^ 
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her  through  the  trees,  as  she  tripped  akmg,  lithe  and 
active  as  a  deer ;  and  it  was  with  no  little  difficulty  that 
be  liqpt  her  in  iq^  until  she  cane  to  the  foot  of  the 
slope,  and  began  to  dimb  the  Wonkier  ef  aaete  hffl. 
There  GabrieUe  slackened  her  pace,  and  tamta  m  ter 
pursuer  with  flushed  face  and  angry  eyes. 

**  Jean,  Monsieur  Giioux,  I  will  trouble  you  to  cease 
lolkming  me.** 

I  am  Mrry,  Gabf^k,  but  I  camot  let  you  fd  lM» 
way  alone.   It  is  dangerous  at  times." 

"  I  am  not  at  all  afraid,  and  I  wish  to  be  ak»e." 
But  you  mi^ht  lose  your  way,  GabrieUe." 

"X  wa  aet.  X  haoirtfae  way  quite  weQ." 

**  But  it  ii  easy  to  get  lost,  Gabrielle,  in  this  vast 
forest ;  among  these  hills,  these  difk,  these  marshes ; 
and  there  are  places  where  one  might  fall,  and  not  be 
able  to  rise  alone.  One  needs  a  companion.'* 

^'Idonot.  ^J^youpleaieleaiCiiieY'* 

"  I  will  not  leave  yoi^  GMt^,  mtsl  yott  m  miA 
yotsr  friends." 

"Why,  why <  ilf on  Dieii,  why  not ^  " 

**  Because  I  love  you,  GabeieUe." 

Gabridle  patned  Ibr  a  mooMst,  on  tqptoe,  like  a 
frightened  deer ;  and  then  sprang  away,  iaui  went  os 
with  incredible  swiftness  up  the  hill;  then  along  a 
level  place  for  a  while ;  then  down  another  sk>pe ; 
wiading  about  in  a  mam  of  tfees  and  rocks,  hiUs  and 
wH^I  Imt  aU  the  time  hufiBg,  as  she  te^dtt,  Ite 
same  general  direction  tmmd  the  pkne  wtiin  her 
friends  had  set  their  camp. 

An  hour  later  GabrieUe  found  herself  standing  on  the 
CTtttofaMIIIoohmgdownupoaabdBtodtoBewd 
In  tibe  wiatfune^  widi  tiBj^  wiwes  ^tt  wptuMtA  a 
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duster  of  diamonds  set  in  emeralds.  It  was  Lac  des 
Ides,  no  doubt,  where  tiiey  had  caaqpcd  the  nisht 
befofe.  But  where  was  ^  camp  <  Aai  wtec  Mt 
thctslaBds^  There  was  but  one  island  to  be  seen;  and 
no  camp  at  all— only  a  catnn  half  hidden  in  the  trees 
below.  Yet  the  place  was  strangely  famt^.  What< 
Where  could  it  be  ^  Was  it  possible  < 

Gabrielk  turned  in  dismay,  and  there  was  Jean 
Mandtng  beside  her. 

''Monsieur  Gkotix,  Jean,  «to  is  thts^  Wbm 
amir' 

*'  This  is  Lac  Desir,  Gabrielk,  and  you  are  with  one 
who  loves  you,  deatt." 

Gabrielk  looked     with  a  wistful  smik. 

"  Are  you  sure,  Jean,  that  you  love  me  as  ffittch  m 
you  love  the  lake,  for  example ;  or  the  forest  <  ** 

''Oh,  Gabrielk,  it  is  you  that  I  love,  and  you 
only.*' 

"  Ordieli&ctf^wikkmess,|»tn;  aadtlie  Metigiie* 
die  conflict,  the  coiM|iicst  <  ** 
"  GabrieUc  I " 

"  Or  the  pretty  log  cabin  down  there,  Jean ;  of  ditt 
kfvdy  canoe  an  made  of  one  pkoe  of  baili,  so  strong,  to 
gracduV  so  perfect  in  all  its  lines.  Or  ** 

"  Hush,  dear,"  said  Jean,  taking  her  in  his  strong 
amui,  and  kissing  her  on  the  wayward  lips  again  and 
again,  whik  her  flamii^  dieeks  and  lovkg  eyes,  her 
cpi^  hmMm  Md  die  fluttering  of  hu  hum 
\mxus  than  any  words  that  she  loved  this  mm  and  would 
go  with  him  to  the  end  of  the  world. 

By-and-by  they  went  down  the  hill  together ;  andM 
Jean  was  showing  Gabfielk  ha  hoiw  ffi  ^  wflderncHy 
iht  looted  i^ttttetowfth  «4jpti«iott  of  fcdto 
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tnift  and  whiipcrcd  ha  wiifwiiflii  tikmmd  memF 

^iliftyiai  suncndcr* 

"  Jean,  we  ihaU  be  bappy  hm.  You  wiU  be  my 
tvorUaodlyMifB.  Tuo  moiUi  riMHkl  bt  laewiii  fw 
quftttitflieiatttdmddtbeyiiot^'' 
But  no,  dear.  That  was  a  foolish  plan,  a  species  of 
insanity,  I  think,  a  madness  that  came  upon  me.  We 
will  spoid  the  honeymoon  here,  if  you  consent ;  and 
after  that  m  wiB  adK  o«r  hont  k  Si.  ilMidt.  b 
will  be  a  iBBdctt  koflw  «t  the  fint,  but  ft  win  be  the 
beginning  of  great  things.  There  is  only  one  obstacle, 
one  danger ;  but  we  ynUl  not  diink  of  that.  Nodiing 
dull  come  between  us  any  more,  Gabrielle." 

**Obstade,Jeia<  Vtowatl  I  caaaol  Oiiak  el  aoy. 
But  wait.  Do  you  know  why  I  mm  hml  I  bad 
quite  forgotten.  Can  you  guess  <  ** 

''Gabrielle,  I  had  not  thought  of  it.  Strange, 
too,  that  you  should  find  your  way  to  Lac  Desir,  to 
fat  horn  bene.  Bat  you  wcie  awriy  loit  im  tkt 
end.** 

**  No,  not  lost,  Jean,  for  you  found  me ;  and  I,  I 
found  myself.  Not  lost  at  all,  Jean  Bi^tiste  Giroux. 
But  how  did  I  arrive  in  the  first  place  <  Oucas  1** 

*'HowcaaI^  You  did  not  know  the  way.  Neeae 
knows  it  but  liichel  and  I.  Now  I  see.  It  was 
Michel  w1k>  showed  you  the  way,  came  with  you. 
Where  is  he,  then  <  '* 

CM  guess,  Jem.  YoBMenotiestivi^iteai. 

not  five  miks  away.  Tbtt  caf^ama      caiiy  viat,  as 

IPWisee." 

**  Perfectly.  It  is  the  best  way  to  come.  You  take 
tbe  old  roed  to  Lac  <ka  bles,  and  tei  you  IbfiofW  tbe 
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valley  right  up  to  this  place.  Aa  eaiy 
andyetyouffliMedit.  It  it  to  laugh." 

No,  indeed,  I  did  not  mtai  it  oa  the  way  up,  and  if  I 
■■Miftca^iiqrM iiimyQitf tetktjt^  Ii 
was  Ottd  of  you  to  mrment  me  Uke  that." 

"  True,  Gabrielle,  and  I  am  gbd  of  it.  Ifll^kt 
you  fp>  alone  you  would  have  bem  lost." 

Not  at  all.  Monsieur  Gifoux.  I  afaoitld  have  gone 
hmk  to  the  iuppf  UfniMnft,  to  Mother  Sainte  Anne, 
Md  all  die  dear  sisters,  who  would  have  rweived  tat 
with  open  arms.  And  I  should  not  hi¥e  said  a  nagle 
player  for  you,  not  one." 

**  No  matter,  Oahiitttti  flowtlMtlfaweyMliiHitt 
have  the  benefit  of  your  prayers  as  well;  shall  I  not, 
dearr* 

No.  Yes.  I  don't  know.  You  will  need  them, 
without  doubt ;  for  you  are  a  great  sinner,  Jean." 
"Howso,  GabrieBe^*' 

"  You  broke  the  heart  of  diat  good  girl,  Manchane.** 
"  No,  Gabrielle ;  not  intenticmally,  at  least.  More- 
over, I  think  that  the  heart  of  that  young  bdy  is  not  so 
very  fragile." 

broken  indeed,  but  now  it  is  iiif  mkrt  igiin  mmpkrWily,** 
♦*Mended<" 
Yes,  and  she  is  to  marry  Pan^hik  liareau." 
Pamphile  is  dead,  GabrieUe." 
**  fh,  lean.  Ha  is  idivt  and  alnoat  wdl.  Wot  a 
time  it  was  thought  that  he  would  die,  but  ffianchette 
tnought  him  back  to  life,  with  the  aid  of  the  good  God. 
That  is  v^  I  came  to  tell  you.  We  thou|^  that  you 
would  like  to  know." 

«*  TWA  tittA  t  **  mdA  tmmt.    *^  Afld  ^SOfc  900*  tDOb 
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^^ridk.  lliv#MiiaatftcleMdttitlicid9«  Wut 
•  dfr»<iu»-^be8tdayflfH|riifel  AndfitteMto 

tdl  me  the  good  news/' 

Yes,  and  to  have  a  little  outing,  a  little  froh  air  and 
exercise— after  the  convent,  you  know.** 

**QAMi»  langfaidtiiatyoitdtdiiotsuyinthe 
CQBfCBt.  It  ts  a  refu^,  a  blessed  retreat,  for  those  who 
are  discouraged,  for  the  weary,  the  sad  at  heart ;  but 
for  the  young,  the  strong,  the  brave,  the  world  ia  a 
better  place.  It  was  not  lor  you.  Y«it  Ivi  M 
vocauon* 

That  is  just  what  Mother  Sainte  Anne  said.  She  is 
a  dear  friend.  '  Listen,  Gabrielle,'  she  said, '  for  the 
voice,  the  true  call  that  speaks  to  the  heart.  You  shall 
know  it  by  the  tone,  fike  dw  dtar,  pitfe  seuai  d  t  M, 
to  which  all  the  chords  of  the  heart  respond ;  and  you 
will  say :  "Lo\  that  is  for  me/'  Sometimes  the  call  of 
love  is  the  voice  of  God,  my  dear/  Yes,  she  ia  a  true 
friend,  Mother  Sainte  Anqe.*' 

my  father  in  the  eaclf  ^pa." 

'*  Oh,  Jean,  there  is  something  else  that  I  was  for- 
getting. I  forget  everything  now.  A  treasure,  a  great 
treasure." 

"  I  ootOd  not  toudi  it,  Gabrielle/' 

'*  No,  Jcai^  you  could  not.  But  vdiat  do  you  think 
Michel  has  done  ^  He  has  given  it  to  Mother  Sainte 
Anne  to  found  a  hos{»tal  for  poor  children,  a  cause  that 
she  has  had  at  heart  for  many  yens.  The  poor  chfldrcn 
intt  be  h^^  widi  Mother  Sainte  Anne,  and  she  with 
then.  I  am  so  glad  that  you  did  not  take  the  gold, 
Jean.  Now  it  is  treasure  in  Heaven.  I  call  it  Mother 
Sainte  Anne's  dowry  and  my  ransom." 
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Your  ramom,  Gabrielle  <  Yet,  that  is  it. 
Ittdiy  for  me  that  I  did  not  take  the  treasure  I  ** 

"  And  for  nie»  Jean.  Oil,  how  fortunate  1  I  thank 
God  I  It  was  a  nbadt,  iloMit.'' 
**Ym,  QtMtSk,  but  tei ii  • 
mirade  of  yoot  hm,  aai  • 
yourself." 

**  A  treaMue,  l<  Oh  no,  Jean,  only  a  tMH,  way- 
waidgttl.  Cm  it  be  you  lov«  ne,  Jtattf  bil 
truer' 


«4 


I" 


L 


